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Ovv is the winter of difcontcnt, 

Made glorious fummer by this Sorme of Yorke* 
And all the clouds, that lowr vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bowels ofthe Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes. 
Our bruifed armes hung vpfor monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang'd to merry meetings. 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull pleafures. 
Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled front, 
And now inftead of mounting barbed Steeds, 

To fright the foules offearefull aduerfarics. 

He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious plealxng of a loue. 

But I thatamaot fharpe of fportiue trickes, 

Nor made to court an amourous looking-glade,; 

I thatam rudely ftampt,and want Ioucs maie&y*, 

To ilrut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diffembling nature. 

Deform’d, vnfinifht fent before my time 
Into this breathing world 3 halfe made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt at them : 

Whilel in this weake piping tim« of peace, V 

Haue no delight to paile away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpie my fhadow in the funne. 

And dclcant $n mine owne deformity : 

And therefore fincc I cannot proue a louer. 

To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes 
lam determined to prone a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes s 
Plots haue I layd,indu<51ions dangerous, 

1 By 

ll — “ — — ■ 
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The Tragedy 

By drunken prophefJes libels and dreames, 

'J o fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate theoneagainft the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft' 

As I am fubtile , falfe and trecherous ; 

This day fhould Clarence clofelybemewd vp, . 

About a prophelie which fay.es that G- 
Of Edwards heiresthe murthercr fhall be- 
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence with 
Heere Clarence comes,- _ a Guard of Men, 

Brother, good dayes , what meane this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace ? 

CBt.His Maiefty tendring my perfons (afety,hath appointed 
This conduft toconuey me to the Tower# 

Glo* Vpon what caufe ? 

C/a, Bccaufe my rame is George;- 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is noneof yours, 

He fhould for that commit your god-fathers: 

O belike his Maielly hath lome intent 
That you fhall be new chriftned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence , may I know ? 

C/ 4 . Yea Richard when I doe know,for I protcll 
As yet I doe not , but as lean learne. 

He harkens after prophelies, and dreames, 

And from the croffe-row pluckes the letter G, 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G,. 

His iffue difinherited fhould be, 

And for my namerof George begins wirh G, 

It follow es in his thought that I am he: 

Thefeas T learne and fuch liketoyes as th,efe, 

Haue moued his highnefle to commit me now. 

<7/o. Why this it iswhetvnen areruld by women, 

Tis not the King that fends yon to the Tower, 

My Lady Cjraj his wife, Clarence tis fhe 
That tempts him to this extreamity, 

Wasithotfhe and that good man of Worfiaip 
Anthony Woodmle her brother there. 

That made him fend L. Hatting* to the Tower, 

Prom whence this prefent day he is deliuered Y 
We are not faf t Clarence, we are not fafe- Cla i 






of Richard the Third. 



Heauen 1 thinke there is no man feeurd 
But the Queenes kindred , and night walking heralds 
That truge betwcenc the King and Miftns Shore t 
Heard you not what an humble fupplianr 
Lord Hattings wasto her for his deliuery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining , to her Deity, 

Got my LordChambetiaine his liberty, 
lie tell you what , I thinke it were our way, 

Jr we will keepe in fauour withtheKing, 

To be her men arid weare her liuery, ^ 

Theiealous ore-worme widdow and 1 her felfe, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentle women: 

Are mighty gotfipsin this monarchy- 
Bro.l befeech your graces both topardbn me. 

His Maiefty hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 

' T^iat no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafeyour worfhip 'Bro\enbttrj i 
You may pert ake of any thing wefay : 

We fpeake-no treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wile and vertuous and the noble Qjieene 
Well broke in y eares ,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a pfety foote, 

A chery lip a bonny eye , a palfing pleafmg tongue : 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folks • 

How fay you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bro. With this(my Lord)my felfe hath nought to do,. 
Glo . Nought to do with Mii-iris Shore, 1 tell thee fellow. 
He that doth nought with her excepting one, 

VVerebeft to do it fccretly alone* 

Bro. What one my Lord ?• 

Glo. Her husband knaue, wouldeft thotr betray me ? 
Bro. 1 befeech your Grace to pardon me, and witha.ll for- 
Y our conference with the noble Duke . ( bearei 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokenburj , and will obey-t 
Glo. Weare the Queenes Abiedls and muft obey, 
Brother farewell I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy mein. 

Were it to call King Edwards widdow fifler> 

a 3 •, • i m\i 





The Tragedy 

X will perfocme it to infra nchife you, 

Meme time this dcepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

I ouches me deeper then you can imagine* 
fl *- 1 know itpleafethneyther ofvs well* 
g/o. Well yourimprifonmcnt {hall not be long. 

I will deliuer you , or lie for you, 

;Meane time baue patience* 

Cla. I muft perforce, farewell* Exit Cla. 

% Go tread the path, that thou Ihaltneerc retu^ 

Simple plaine Clarence, I doe louc thee fo. 

That I will Shortly fend thy foule to Heauen, 

If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands* 

But who comes heere the new deliuered Haftings. 

Enter Lord H tilings . 

■Hafl.G ood time of day vnto my gracious Lord, , 

Glo. As much vnto my good L* Chamberlaine : 

Well, you are welcome to this open aire. 

How hath your Lordfhip brooktimprifonment ? 

Hall* With patience (noble Lord) as pri toners mull: - 
But I fhall liue my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That were the caule of my imprifonment* 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo Hi all Clarence;, toq, 
jForthey that were your enemyes , are his. 

And hauepreuailed as much on him as you. 

A/^.Morepitty that the Egle fhould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad* 

Haft . No newes fo bad abroad as this at home : 

The King is fickly wcake and melancholly. 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily, 

<j/,?.Now by Saint this newes is bad indeed, 

*Gh he hath kept an ill dyet long. 

And ouer much con'umed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

WhatPis he in his bed l 
Haft. He is* 

Glo. Go you before,and 1 will follow you. Exit Hm> 
He cannot liue I hope , and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poft-horfe vp to heauen : 

He into vrge his hatred more to Clarence , 



«?/ Richard the Third , 

Which lies well fee Id with weighty arguments, 

And if T faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue : 

Which d one G od ta ke King Edward to his mercy - 
And leaue the world forme to buffed in. 

For then ilc marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, • 

What though 1 kill her husband and her father, 

The readier! way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become hfr husband and her father ; 

The which will I not all fo much fordone. 

As for another fecretclofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto, . 

But yet I run before my horie to market : 

Clarence fl ill 1 rues, E dward Hill rai®ncs. 

When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines* E xit, 
-Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Henry the ft xt. 

Lf' Set dovvne,fet downe,your honourable Lord. 
Ifhonour may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter 
Poore key-cold figure ofa holy Kin® * 

Paleafhes ofthehoufeof Lancafter } 0> 

Thou bloodlefTe remnant of that royall blood. 

Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft 
To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Loe in thole windowesthat let forth thy fife 

atKKsa-Er- 

ThJnW CS X SWrCTcl ifd by the death oftheef 
icn I can wifh to Adders,Spiders Toads 

Sw creeping venomde thing that hues * 

I euer he haue child, abortine be it 

Whrt2 10 T 3n j vnnmeI >’ brought to light* 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpetf S 

Hay fnght the hopeful! mother at 



mother at the view. 
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The 7 ragedj 

Ifeuerhehaue wife let her be made 
As referable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cherfej with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight, Enter 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. Glocefitr . 

Glo. Stay yon that beare the coarfe, and fet it dovvne. 

La. What blacke Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
1o ftop deuoted charitable deeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fetdownethe coarfe,or by Saint Paul, 

He make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backeandlet the coffin pafle. 

Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I, command, 
Aduancc thy halbert higher then my breaft, 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote, 

And lpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnefle. 

La.\N hat do you tremble,are you all affraid ? 

Alaffe,I blame you not for you arc mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure thcDiuell. 

Auantthou fearefull minitter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body, 

His fouie thou canrt not haue therefore be gone, 

G'/e- Sweet Saint for charity be not focurft. 
A^.Foulediuell.forGods lake hence, and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell, 

Fil’d it with curfing cryes.and deepe cxclaimes, 

Jtf thou delight to view thy hanious deeds. 

Behold this patteme of thy butcheries. - 
Oh Gentlemen fee. fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Blufhjblufh, thou lumpe of fouie deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cold and empty veines where no blood dwels. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouok^s this deluge moll vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad ft, reuenge his death: 
'©hearth which this blood drinkft,reuenge his death: 

hither heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead, 

0 ; 
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Or Earth gape open 'wide , and eate him qiiicfrc. 

As thou didft iwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Lady, you known© rule ofchai icy. 

Which render good forbad , bleffings for curies, 
Z- 4 .Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man. 
Nobeaftfo fierce , butknowesfomeiouchofpitty, 

Glo. But I knownone, and therefore am no bea ft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are lb angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfeftic.n of a woman, 

Of thefe fuppoled euils to giue roee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. Vouchfafe defufed infection of a man, 

For thele knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue canname thee, let mcchaue 
Some patient Ieafure to excufe my felfe. 

Arf.Fouler then heart can thinkethee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpaire I ftiould accufemy felfe. 

A. And by dilpairing Ihouldft thou ftand excufd 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft , vnworthy llaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then heeis aliue. 

GVo.Nay he is dead and’flaineby Edwards hand. 

La. In thy fouie throat thou lieft. Qjiecne Mar era faw 
T hy bloody faulchion imooking in his blood, * 

Ihe which thou oncedidft bend againft her breft, 

Biit that my brother beat affide the poynt. 

° l0 '} .Y, 33 P rou °ked by herflanderous tongue. 

Which laid her guilt vpon my guiltlnefle fhoulders 
w f: ,* hou wa R prouoked by thy bloody minde. 

iv!ft u eilCr ^ r , camt 00 ought ;but butcherycs : 
i>idft thou not kill this King ? Glo. I grant yee, 

B Ladj 




x The Tragedy 

Lrf.Doeft grant mee hedgehog,then God grant mee too 
Thoumaieft beedainnedtorth.it wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous, 

Glo. The fitter for the Kingof Heanen that hath him. 
La. Hee is in Heauen, where thou fhak neuer come. 
(]lo .Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither 
For he was fitter fprthat place then Earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Cjlo. Yes one place elle,if you will heare mee name it . 
La. Some Dungeon. Glo . Your bed-chamber. 

La . 111 reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Gl*. So will itMaddam till I lie with -you. 

La. I hope lb. 

Glo. I know fo , but gentle Lady -Anne, 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is notthecauferofthe time-leffe deaths, 

Ofthefc Plantagenets , Henry and Edward. 

Asblamefull as the executioner- .'’ 

I^.Thou art the caufe, and moft accurft efFc6l« 
Cjlo.Yo'tft beauty was the caufe of that effect* 

Your beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft that haute in your fweete bofome* 

La. If [ thought that , 1 tell thee homicide, 

Tbele nailes fhould rend that bea uty from their cheekes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer endure fwcet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifh them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunnie; 

So I by.that-, it is my day , my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfliade thy day, and death thy life. 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. ‘ 
La. I would I were to bee reuenged on thee, 

Glo'lx. is a quarrcll moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you- N 
La. It is a quarrell iuft and reasonable, 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband-. 

Glo . He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to helps thee to a better husband . 
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La. His better doth not breath vpon the Earths 
Glo. Go too,he liues that loues you better then he could 
La. Name him. Glo. Plancagenet, 

La. Why what was hce ? 

Cjlo. The felfe lame name but one of better nature, 

La. Where is hee ? 

Glo. Heere. 'Shee spines- at him. 

Why doeft fpit at him ? 

La. W T ould it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake* 

Glo. Neuer came poyion fromlo fweete a place •* 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fight thou doft infe< 51 : my eyes. 

• Glo, Thine eyes fweete Lady haueinfeded mine. 

La. . W ould they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo • I would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death . 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine hauedrawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpect with ftore of childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frind s nor enemy , 

My tongue could neuer learne lweete fmoothirig words. 
But now thy beauty is propofde my fee 5 
My proud heart lues and prompts my tongue to Ipeake, 
Teach not my lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
Bor killing Lady- not for iuch contempt. ; ; 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this truebofome. 

And let the foule forth that ad orneth thee : 

I lay it naked to thy deadly flroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 

Nay, doe not pawfe,twas.I that kild your husband. 

But t was thy beauty that prouoked me ; 

Nay now difpatchjtwas I that Kild King Henry , 

But twas thy hcauenly face that let me on : Heere fixe lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,or take vp me. fall the Sword 

La. Arife diflembler , though I wifli thy death, 

I will not be the executioner* 

G/m hen bid me kill my felfe,and I will dock. 

La. I haue already. 

B 2 Glo 
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Gio. Tufh that was in t hy rage : > 

Speake it againe , and euen with the word, 

1 hat hand which for my lone did killthyloue-. 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farre. truer lone. 

To both their deaths thou (halt bee acceflary. 

La. J would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I feare mee both are falie* 

Glo . Then neuer man was true. 

La. •Well, well, put vp your fword « 

Gjlo. Say then my peace is made- 
La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I fhall Hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope line fo. 

G lo. Vouchfafe to were this ring* 

La. To take is not to giuc. 

(jleo Lookehow this ring incompafleth thy finger ; 
Euen fo thy breftinclofeth my poorc heart. 

Were both of them for both of them are thine 

And if thy poors fupplyant may 

But beg onefauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffe forcuer. 

La. What is it ? 

(jl«. That it would pleafe thee leauethelc 
T o him that hath more cauie to bee a mourner 
And prefently repaire to Crosby place , 

Whereafter I haue fblemnely enterred 
At Chert/ieMomWcty this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tearc 
3 will with all expedient duty fee you : 

Fordiuers vnknowne reafons , Ibefcech you 
Grant- mee this boone. 

A«.Withall my heart, and muchitioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fb penitent: 

Trejfiil and Bartly , goe adongwith mee. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue : 

But fince you teach mee howto flatter you. 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell already Exit 
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Glo. Sirs, take vp the courfe. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

gio. No to white Fryers there attend my eomming : 

W as oner woman in this humour woed?£.vf#. Mittiit Glo 
Was ener woman in this humour w'onne ? 

He haue her , but 1 will not keepe her iong. 

What ? I haue feild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate 
With curies in her mouthjteares in her eyes* 

The bleeding witneffe ot her hatred by : 

Halting God, her conicience.and thefe barres a gain ft mee 
And I nothing to backemy fute withall 
But the plaine Diuelland diffembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world is nothing ? Ha h ? 

Hath fhee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom 1 feme three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury ? 

A fweeter and louelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 

Y ong, valiant, wife,and no doubt right royally 
The fpacious world cannot againe a floor d. 

And will fliee yet debace her eyes on mee, 

T hat cropt the golden prime ofthis fweet Prince 
And made her widdowto a woefull bed t 
On me , whofe all not equals Edwards moity , 

On me that halt,and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedometo bee a begged y denier, 

T aoe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life Hie finds although I cannot 
My felfe,to beea marualous' proper man. 

Tie ^bee at charge for a Looking -glaffe, 

And encertaineiomefcore or two i of tailors - 
To fiudy fafhions to adorne my body, 

Since lam crept in fauour with my felfe. 

Twill maintaine it with a little coil. 

But firft ileturne yon fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue.. 

Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a glaffe, 

• hat I may fee my fhadow as i paffcj 

® 3 Efttfr 
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Enter Queene^-OtA-- Ritters and Gray » 

Si'.Haue patience Maddam, thers no doubt hisMaiefly, 
.Will foone recouer his accuflomed health. 

Gray, In that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfe, 

T hereforefor Gods fakeentertaine good comfort. 

And cheare his- grace with quieke and merry words, 

Qu. If hee were dead what would betide ofmee ? 

Ri. No other harme but Ioffe offuch a Lord. 
J^w.ThelofTe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 
(yV^.Theheauens haue blefl yon with a goodly fonne. 
To bee your comforter when heeis gone. 

fgu.Oh he is youngjand his minority 
Is put in the truft of Richard Glocq/ler, 

A man that loues not mee , nor none of you. 
i?Llt is concluded hee flhall bee Prote&or ? 

Qu, It is determined , not concluded yet. 

But lb it mud be if the King mifcarry, Ent er Buck: E>arby. 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc.G ood time of- day vnto your royall grace. 
XMr.God makeyour Maiefly i.oyfull as you haue beetle. 
<9^, The Countefle Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
To*yourgood prayers will fcarce fay , amen : 

Yet D^r/y'^.notvvkhllanding fhees your wife. 

And loues not mee, bee you good Lord alfured i 

I hate not you for herproud arrogancy. 

Dar ♦ I befeech you eyther not beleeue. 

The enuious danders of her accufers. 

Or if fhee bee accuied in true report, 

Bearewith henveaknefle,wbichl thinke proceeds' 

From wayward fickneile,and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you the King to day my Lord Darky ? 

TW .But now the Dukt of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vihting his Maiefly. 

gu.W hat likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
2?#c.Madam, good hope,his grace fpcakes chearfully. 
^.God grant him health, did you confer with him? 
Aw.Madam wee did, Hee defires to make at onement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter and your brotherst 
And betwixt them and my Lord Chamberlain e, . 

And 
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And lent to warne them of 'his royall prefence. 

pu. Would all were well , but that will neuer bee- 
I feare our happifleffe is at the higheft. Enter Glocesttr , 

A •They doe me wrong and I will nOt endure it. 

Who are they that complaine vnto the King ■? 

I hat 1 forfooth am fternefloue them not ; 

By holy Paul they loue his grace butlightly 
That fillhiseares with fuch diflentious rumours : 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 

S mile in mens faces fmooth deceiue and cog 
Ducke with French nods,andapifhcourteiiej 
I mull bee held a rankerous enemy. 

Cannot a plaineman liue and thinkeno harme 
But thus in fimplc truth muff bee abufde 
By filken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

Ri. To whome in this prefence fpeakeyour gracei 
GloTo thee that hath no honefty nor grace* 

When haue Iiniured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee , or any of your fa&ion ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue betterthen you can wifh ) 
Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

But you muff trouble him with lewd complaints* 
jjfu. Brother of Glccefler , you miflake the matter ; 
The King of his owne royall difpofilibn. 

And not prouokt by any iuter elie, 

Ayming. belike at your interiour hatred, 

U hicbln your outward attic ns flvewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother ,and my lelfe . 

Makes him to fend that whereby wee may gather 
I he ground of your ill will, and to reniouen. 

Cjlo. i cannotaell -,the world is growne fobad, 

I bat wrens way prey w here eagles dare not pearch, 

Sincecuery iacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made aiacke. 

^.C°me 3 coine we know your meaning brother Glofier . 
You enuy mine aduancement and my friends, 

God grant wee neuer may haue needeofyou. 

Glo. Meane time,God grant that wee haue nee de of you 

Our 
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The Tragedy 

Our brother is imprifoned by your meanes. 

My felfe dilgraced , and the Nobility 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 

Arc dayly giuen to enoble thofe 

That fcarfe ibme two dayes fincc were worth a noble. 

G)u. By him that raifde mee to this care- ull height, 
From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did infcnce his Maiefty 

Againft the Duke of Clarence , but haue beene 

An earned aduocate to plead for him* 

My Lord, yon doe mee fhamefiill iniury, 

Falfely to draw mee in , fnch vile fuipeff . 

67a.You may deny that you were not thecaufe. 

Of my Lord Haftings lateimprifonment- 
Riu. She may my Lord* 

Glo. She may.L.Aiwr/,why who knowes not fo? 

She may do more hr then denying chat ; 

She may helpe you to many preferments , 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thole honours on your high defects* 

What may fhe not ? £hemay,yea marry may fhe, 

Riu . What marry may fhee ? 

Glo. W hat marry may fhe ? marry with a King 
A batchelcr , a hanfome ftripling too. 

I wis yourGrandam had a worfcr match. 

( t£».My L.of Glocefler , I haue to long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings , and your bitter feoffes 
By heauen I will acquaint his Maiefty, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured* 

I had rather be a country feruant maide. 

Then a Queene with this condition. 

To be thus taunted,fcorned,and baited at. Enter 
Small ioy haue I in being England s Queene. Mamet, 

Mar. And lefned bethat fmall,God I bcfeech tlice, 
Thy honour , ftate , and feat is due to mee. 

Glo . What ? threat you mee with telling the King * 
3felt him and fpare not looke what I fayd, 

I will auoch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake , when painesarequite forgot# 

Q.Mat' 



~ of Richard the Third* "~ 

~sgu.Mar. Out Diuell , I remember them too well. 
Thou flew eft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Tewxbury. 

Glo. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 

I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall reward er-of his friends : 

To royal lize his blood I fpilt mine owne* 

Jgn,. Mar. Yea, and much better blood, then his or thir.cr 
G/o-In all which time,you and your husband G raj 3 
Were fa&ious for the Houfe of Ltwkafier : 

And Riuers, fo were you- Was not your husband 
In Margrets battaile at S&mt^llkons flaine : 

Let me put in your mind,if yours forget. 

What you haue beetle ere no w,and what you are : 

Withall , what I haue beene, and what I am* 

Jgy.Mar. Amurtherousvillaine: and fo ftill thou art. 
Glo. Poore C larcnce did forfake his Father Warwick* t 
Yea and forfvvore himfelfe (which /*/« pardon ) 

Mar. Which God reuenge 
Glo. To fight on Edwards party for the Crowne, 

And for hismeede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp* 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards 7 
Or Edwards foftand piety full like mine, 

I am too childifh foolifo for this world- 

QtfMar. Hie thee to hell for fhame,and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodcemon , there thyKingdomeis. 

TUMy Lord of Glocefler in thofe bufie dayes. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followd then our Lord, our lawfull King. 

So fliould we you if you foould be our King. 

Glo. if i foould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

« fl '? m m y beart tbe thought of it. 

Y<^7l onM Aslltt]ei ° y ( my Lord > s you fuppofe 

A< kZ 2 em ° y> WCr r you this countries King, 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 5 

l hat I emoy, being the Queene thereof 

A httfe ioy enioyes the Queene thereof! 

For I am fhe , and altogether ioylcffe; 

C lean 






The Tragedy 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling, pirates that fall out, 

I leaking out that which you haue.piid from me i 
Which of you tremble not that looke on me ? 

Tf not, that I being Qttecrlc , you bow iike fubiefts. 

Yet that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels 
O gentle villaine , doe not turne away. 

o'/o. Foule wrinkled yvitch,what tnak’ft thou in my fight?;-' 
Mar. But repiticion of what thou halt marc. 
That will I make , before I let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft vnto me. 

And thou a kingdome • , all of you alleagencc : - 
The forrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(]le, Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee, 

W hen thou didft Crowne his warlike brovves with paper , 
And with thy (corne drew riuers from his eyes, 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Stecptin the blood ofpritty Rutland : 

His curies then from biternefle of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vponthee, 

And God , not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 
f=ht. Sq iuft is God to rite theinnocent. 

Hall. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilefle thateuer was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themlelues wept when it was reported, 
Dorf.No man but prophefied reuenge for it. 

Tuc . North umber land then prefent, wept to feeit. 
Gfjidar. What ? were you lnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tories dread curfe preuaile fo much with hcaueiv 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their Kingdomes loft my woefullbanifhment. 

Could all but anfwere for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pearce the Clouds , and enter heauen ; 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke curies ? 

If not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King., 

Edward 



of R ichetrd the Third. 

Edward my fonne , which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 
Died in his youth by like untimely violence. 

Thy felfe a Qpeene, for me that was a Queene, 

OuiTiue thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long mayft thou liue to waiie thy childrens Ioffe, 

And fee another, as! fee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory .’as thou art Bald inmine.- 
Long dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of - griefe. 

Dye neyther mother, wife, nor 8 n glands Queene, 

Riuers and T)orfet,yoa were Banders by. 

And fo waft thou Lord Haflings, when my fonne 
Wa s ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may liue your naturall age. 

But by feme vnlookt accident cut off . 

Glo . Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
QMar . And leaue outthee?ftay dog for thou lhallheare 



If heauen haue any grieuousplague in ftore, 
Exceeding thole that I can wifti vpon thee : 

G let them keepeit till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 
The worme of confcience ftill begnawthy foule, 
1 hy friends fnfpecf for traytors whilft thou liueft. 
And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends, 
Nofleypeeloie vp thedeadlyeyes of thine, 

Y nlefle it be whilft feme tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with a hell of vgly diuels, 
i boueluifh markt, abortiue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The llaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 
f nou {lander of thy mothers heauy wombe. 
Thou loathed iflueof thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c. 

Glo* Mnygrct. 

Q-Mar. Richard. Glo. Ha ? 

C^. Mar. I cal] tbee-not. 

Glo.lhcn cry thee mercy ; for I had thought. 
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The Tragedy 

Thou ha ft cald me all thefe bitter names, 

Why fo I did.but lcoke for no reply; 

O letmne make the period to my curfe. 

Glck Tis done by me, and ends by Margret. 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe a gainft your felfe. 

QjMar .Poore painted Queenc,vaine flourish of my for- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that botled lpider, ( tune; 
W hole dea dly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come v^hen thou {halt wi£h for me. 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade; 

Haft. Falfe boafting jvoman, end thy franticke curfe, . 
Lfcaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

Q^Mar, Eoule fhame vpon you, you haise all mou'd 
it! /.Were you wcllferu’d,you would be taught your duty. 
g^Mar. To ferue me well, you fhould doc me duty. 
Teach me to be your Q,ueene> and you my fubie&s , 
Obferuemewell and teach your leiucs that duty. 

Dorfi . Dilpute not with her,fhe is lunatique* 

Q^Mar. Peace mafter Marquelfe, you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fearce currant; 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 
what’twere tolooie it, and be miferable ? 

Ihey that ftand high,haue mighty blafts to fhake them, 
And ifthey fall , they dafh them to pieces. 

G lo . Good counfcll marry , learne it,learne it Ma'rqueffe. 
Dorf, It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me. 

GA. Yea, and much more, but I was bornefohigh. 

Our Aiery buildeth in the Cxdars top. 

And dallieswith the winde,and feornes the funne. 

And turnes.the Sunne to thade,alas, alas« 

W itneffe my funne. now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outfliiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath. 

Hath incternall darkeneffe foulded vp : 

Ybur Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft. 

O God that feeft it, doe not fuffer it : 

As it was wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 

^ w^.Haue done for fhame, if not for charity. 

Q»« ftdfT' Vrge ney ther charity nor fha me to me, 

Vnck* 



^Richard the Third, , 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

Mycharityis outrage, life-my fhame, 

And in my frame frail liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. * ~- 

Jg^Mar. O princely Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand. 
In figne of league and amity with thee , 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not fpottea with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compare of my curfe* 

Buck; Nor none hecre, for curfes neuer pafle 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre. 

QJMar. He not beleeue but they a {Tend the skie/ 

And there awake. Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham ftemtt of yonder aogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bkes,and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim •• - 
Sinne,death,and hell^iath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth {bee fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that I refpeft my gratious Lord. 

^Mar, W hat deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
And footh the diuell that I warns thee from ? ( fell, 

O but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fplit thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay,poore Margrefwzs a Propheteffe, 

Liue each of you, the fubieft of bis hate. 

And he to you, and all of you to God. Exit* 

Haft. My baire doth ftand an end to heare her eurfes. 
Ritt. And fo doth mine, I wonder (bees at liberty ? 

, Glo, I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

Shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that £ haue done. " 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my knowledge, 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of thiswrone 
ft? 1 hotte to doe f®me body good, 

; hat is top cold in thinking on it now ; 

Marry as’fQ£C/tfrmv } hce is well repayd, 

" 9 i fie 
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T 'he Tragedy 

He isfrankt vp to fatting for his paincs, 

God pardon them that are thecaufe ofit- 
Ri- A vertuousand C hriftian-like concluG on, 

To pray for them that haue done lcath to vs. 

(jlo- So doe I cuer being well aduifed , 

For had I curft, now! had curft my felfe. 

Cat/. Maddafn his Maiefty doth call for you : 

And foryour noble grace,and you my Lord. 

,2yt. Cates by we come. Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ri. Maddam : wewill attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
Glo.l doe thee w rong,and firft began to braule, £?/„, 

T he fecret mifchiefe that I fet a broach, 

I lay vnto the greuicus charge of others : 

Clarence , whom I indeed hauc layd in d arknelfc: 

I doebeweepetoo many Ample. gulls: 

Namel.y,tO Haftings^Darby^Bnckmgharn^ 

And fay it was the Q;ueene, and her allies- 
That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother . 

Now they beleeue me, and withall wifh me 
To be reuengedon Riuers, Vaughan , Gray, 

But then figh, and with apeeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euilh 

And thuslcloathemy naked villany 

With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint,when moft 1 play the diutll. 

But foft,here. comes my executioners. Enter executio- 

How now my hardy Bout refolyed mates, nets. 

Arc yea not going to dilpatch this deed 

Exe. We are my Lord^nd cometo haue the warrant, 
That we.may be admitted where he is. 

C/o-Itwas well thought vpon, I haue it here about me, 
When you haue done, repaire to Crosby place. 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution : 

W ithalljbbdurate ; doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well ipokcn,and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you markehim.- 
A.vff.TuQi/earenot my Lora,we will not Band to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be,afl'ured : 

We come to vie our handstand not our tongues- 

G/tf- 



of Richard the Third. 

< 7 /fl.YoureiesdropmilBones,when fooiescies dropteares 
Hike you Lad s,about your bufinefle* Exeunt- 

Enter Clarence Brokenbury. 

Bro. Why lookes your Grace fo heawily to day ? 

C la. O I hauc pa ft a milerable night. 

So full of vgly fights, of gaftly dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian laithfull man, 

I would not lpend another fuch a night, 

Though t'were to by a world of happy dayes. 

So fuil of difmall terrour was the time. 

Aw-What wasycuy dreame?! long to heare you tell it-- 
ClaMe tliought I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my brother Clocefler, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to waft e 
Vpon the hatches ,there he lookes towards England } 

And cited vpa thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of 1'orke , and' Lankafler', ■ 1 ' 

That had befallen vs : as we part along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Methought that G lose Her ftumbled and in ftumbling 
Strookeme ( that thought to flay him ) ouerboord 
Into the tumbling billowes of tlie maine - 
Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was tod row ne; 
W hat dreadfull noyfe ofvvater in mine eares , 

What a fight of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I law a thouland fearefuH wrackes. 

Ten thouiand men that fillies gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of Gold , great Anchors, heapss of Pearle , 
Ineflimable ttoncs, vnualued lewels. 

Some lay in dead mens Sculs , and in thole holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 
As ifit t were in fcorneof eyes , refle&inggeras 
W hich wade the flimy bottome of the deene. 

And molu the dead bones thatlay fcatredby . ' 

Broh. Had you fuch leafure in the time ol death, 
Togazevponthefecretsofthedeepe ? , , 

t la. Me thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood*'' • ‘ 
Kept in my fouie , and would not let it foortB, 

1 Okeepe the empty 3 vaft, and.wandring ayre’ 

But 
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7h Tragedy ^ 

But fmothred it within my panting bulke* 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the Sea. 

3 ’rok. A waktyounot with this fore agonie ? 

C lar.O no,my dreame was lengthncd after life, 

0 then began the tempeft of my fou !e> 

Whopaft ( me thought) the melancoly flood. 

With that grim ferryman which Poets write of. 

Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did greete my ftrangers foule, 

. Was my great father in law/enowr.ed trarwicke. 

Who cried aloud,what fcourge for periury 
Can this darke Monarchic afford falls Clarence? 

And fohevanifht: Then came wandring by, 

A ftiadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled inblood,and he fqueakt out-a loud* 

€ larence is come,falfe, fleeting periurd Clarence , 

That ftabd me in the field at Tewcburyx 
Seizes himFuries,takehim to your torments, 

W ith that me thought a legion of foule feinds 
Enuirorfed me about, andhouledin mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noyfe, 

1 trembling wakt,and for a feafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in he'll. 

Such terrible impreflion made the drcame.- 

No maruaile my Lord though itaffrighted you, 

I promife you I am affraid to heare you tell it. 

C/a, O Brokenbury J haue done thofe things, 

W hich now beares euidence againff my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me : 

I pray thee gentle Keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauy,and I faine would flecpe. 

Brek-l will (my LordjGod giue your grace good reft. 
Sorrow breakcs feafons,and repofing houres 
Makes the night morning, and the noone-tide night. 

Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 

- An outward honour for an inward toyle: 

And- £}r vn felt imaginations, 

1 hey often feele a world of reftlefle cares : 

So that betwixt your titles,and low names. 

There's 
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of Richard the Third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers enter. 

In Gods Name what are you,and how came you hither ? 

~ Sxed would fpea-ke with Clarence u and I came hither on 
. Brt. Yea, are you fo briefe ? my legs, 

a Exe. O fir ,it is better to be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him your Commiflion,talke no more. He reads sit, 
Bre. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
1 he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltlefle of the meaning: 

Here are the keyes there, fits the Duke afleepe* 

He to his Maiefty,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus I haue rcfignd my place to you, 

Exe, Doefo,itis a poyntofwifedome. 

2 What fhall we ftab him as he fleepes ? 

1 No, then he will fay twas dene cowar 
When he wakes. 

2 When he wakes, 

.Hby foole he fliall neuer wake till the iudgement d^y. 

1 Why then he Will fay, we ftabd him fleeping. 

2 T he vrging of that word Judgement, hath bred a kinde. 

of remorfe in me. • 

i What art afraid ? 

3 Not to kill him.hauing a warrant for it, but to be damnd 
for killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs* 
i Backe to the Duke of Glocefler , tell him fo. 

3 1 pray thee ftay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change,twas wont t© hold me but while one could tell xx. 

1 How doft thou feele thy felfe now ? v (me. 

2 Faith feme certaine dregs of confcience are yet within 
1 Remember our reward when the deed is done, 

3 bounds be dies, I had forgot the reward* 

1 Where is thy confcience now 

2 In the Duke of G locfflcrs pnrfe. 

t So when he opens hispurfe to giue vs our reward. 
Thy confcience flics out. 

! If 1 * t -§? e,t * ieres *" evv or none will entertaine it. 

* i Hew if it come to thee againe? 

E> - a ile 






240 



250 



260 




270 




280 290 300 







The Tragedy' 

2 . 1 lenot meddle.with it, it is a dangerous thing * 
It makes a man a coward. A man cannotfteale, 
Butitaccufeth him,hecannpt ftealebutitcheckshim • 
Hecannot lie with his neighbours wife but it deters * 
Himfitis a bluffing ffamefull fpirit that mutinies 
loa mans bofome it fils one full of obtlacles, 
Jtmade'meoncereftoreapeece of gold that I found. 

It beggers any man thatkeepesit titisturnd out of all 
Townes and.Citiesfor a dangerous thing, and cuery 
Man that meauesto liue well, and endeauours to trull r 
To himfelfe, and liue without it. 

i • Zou ids, it is euen now at my elbow, perfwading me* 
Not to kill the Duke. 

2 . T ake the Diuell in thy minde,and beleeue him not ; 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh, 

i.Tutlam ftrong in fraud he.cannotpfeuaile with rne 

5 warrant thee* 

s.Stood like a tall fellow that refpects his reputation. 
Come fhallwe tothisgeare ? 

1. Take him oner the coftard with the hilt of my Sword 
And then we will chop him in the Malm fey, but in the next 

2. Qh excellent deuicc.makc a foppe ofhim. (roome: 

1. Harke, hellirs ffalll ftrike ? 

2. No,firil lets reafon with him. CU. arpaketk, 

C&.W here art: thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine. 

i .You ff all haue Wine enough, my Lord anone. 

Cla. Tn Gods Name w-hat. arr thou • 

3. A man, as you are. 

Cla .But not as lam., rcyall- 
i.Nor you as we are loyall* 

C/rf.Thyvoyce is thunder ,but thylookes are humble/ 
a.My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
C/rf.riowdafkely and how deadly doeft thou Ipeake ? 
Tell me, who areyou ? wherefore came you hither ? 

Am , To y to , to. 

Cla . To murther me ? Am. h ■ , 

Cl*. You fcarce haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the heart to doe it, 

.Wherein my friends haue I offended you A 

x. Offended 
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of Richard the Third. 

1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King, 

CU. I ffall be reconciled to him againe, 

2 Neuer my’Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

CU . Are you cald forth from out a vvorltl of men 

To flay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidence to accufe me ? 

W hat lawfull quefthath giuen their verdi<fl vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge,or vvho pronounc’d 
The bitter lentence ofpoofe Clarence At aEth, 

Before I be conui$ by courfe of Law? 

'I o threa ten me : with death is moft vnlawfull ; : 

I charge you as you hope to haueredemption 
By Chrifts deare Blood Ihedfor our grieuous finnes. 
That you depart and lay tio'hahds on me. 

The deed you vndertake is difnnable, 
x What we will doe,we doe vpon command , 

3 Andhethathathcommandedvsis theKing. 

Cla. .Erroneous vaffaile,the great King ofKin^s, 

Hath in his Table of his Law commanded, ° 

That thou (halt doe no murder , and wilt thoir then 

Spurne at his edi&,and fulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hands; 
iohunevpon their heads that breake his law- ’ 

c 2 nr r 1 ^ arn . e vengeance doth he throw on.thee, 
rorfalle forfvven ring .and for murder too? 
i hou didft receiue the holy Sacrament, 

1 0 ngnt the quarrell of the houfe of Lankafier. 

* i^ nd llkc 3 tra >' tor t0 the name of God, 

Didll breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
T nnpt the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou wert fworne to cheriff and defend, 
i How canft thou vrge Gods dread full Law to vs. 

v* hen thou haft broke it in fo deare decree >* 

CU. Alaftejfor wbofe fake did 1 that ill deed ? 
vm d T rd /°r my brother, for his fake : 

ny firs he fends you not to murder me for this 
Form this finne heis as deepeas L 1 

If Godwill be reuenged for this deed, 
lake not the quarrell from his povverfulUrme. 

D 2 ' He 
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The Tragedy 

He needed no iodised nor lawfuU courfe^ .- 
To cue off thofethat haue offended him* ^ 
i Who made thee then a bloody mini ft cr, 

W hen gallant fprioghraue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrookedead by thee. 

('la. My brothers lo.ue,the Diuell, and my rage* 
i Thy brother.s-k>ue, the Diuell,and thy fault, 

• Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. Oh,if you loue my brother, bate not me,;- 
I am his brother, and I loue him well •* 

Jf you behirde for aeede,soebache againei 

And I will lend you to my brother c jlocejler , . 

Who will reward you betterfor my life. 

Then Edward will for tidings «f my death* 

% You are deceiued,your brother Gletefier bates you* 
Cla . Oh nojheloues me, and he holds me deare, 
Goeyoutoldmddmmc* 
v#w* I fo we will* 

Cla. Tell him,when that our Princely father 
.Blefthis three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 

And charga vs frornhisfoule to loueeach other. 

He little thought qf tiffs diuided friend ftvip, . 

Bid qloceftcr tiunke on this,and he will weepe. ^ 
>4fw.I,miIftones,as he le (Toned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O doe not (lander him for be is kind. , 

i Right as friovv in haruefl, thou dcceiueft thy lelie,. 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee* 

Cla. It cannot be; for when I parted with him 
He hugd me in his armes, and fwore with mbs, . 

That he would labour my deliucry. 

i Why fo he doth,now he deliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome.to the ioyes of Heaueu* 
i Make peace with God, for you muft dye my hoi • 
Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

To counfell me to make m ; y peace with God; 

And art thou y.et to thy owne foule fo blinde, ^ 

That thou wilt war with God,for murdring me- 
Ah firs confider, he that fet you on . 

To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed. 



o/Richard the Third. 

* What mall we doe ? 

Cla. Relent, and faue your foules* 
i Relent , tis co wardly ,and womanifh* 

/7/i.Not to relent, is beaftly fauage,and dniellifti 
My friends I fpie fomepitty in your lookes; 

Oh ifthveycsbe not a natteier. 

Come thbu on my fide and intreate for me : 

A betaine Prince what beggerputies not ? 

A j 1 thusiand thus: if this willnot ferue He Bah hm 
He chon thee in theMalmefey but in the next roome. 

a A bloody deed and defperately performd. 

How faine would I like Pilate wafh my hands, 

Of this moft grieuous guilty murder done* 

i Whydottthounothelpeme ? 

Bv heauen the Duke (hail know hoWflacke thou art. 

a I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee? and tell him what I fay, , , . 

Fori repent me that theDukeisflaine* ^ 
x So doe not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now muft I hide his body in feme hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall: 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out, and here I muft not ftay. Exemt 

Enter King, Qtteette ^Haflings , Ritters y&t?. 

King. So now I haue done a good dayes worke 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expe&an Embaffage 
FrommyRedemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen, 

Since I haiie fet my friend-s at peace on earth : 

Ritters and HaB.ingsfLtikst3.ch others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fweare your loue* 

R i . By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

HaB. So thriue Iasi fweare the like* 

King. Take heed you dally not beforeyour King, 

Leaft hethacis thefupreame Kinp of Kings, 

Confound your hidden faliehood,and award 
Eytherof you to be the others end. 

D 3 Haft. 





The Tragedy 

Haft . So prolper I,as I fweare perfeff louc: 

Ri. And las 1 lou z-H'afiings with my heart. 

Ting, Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this 
Nony our Tonne Dorfet^Bucltyngham ^ nor you, * 

You haue beene-factious one a gain (l the other .• 

W ife, loue Lord Hafiings , let him kiflfe your hand 
And what you doe., doe it vnfainedly. ’ 

£hu Here Hafiings,] willneuer more remember 
©Ur former hatred, lo thriuc I and mine* 

-Dor/.Thus enterchange of loue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part (hall be vnuiolabie. 

■Haft, And fo I fwere my Lord. 

„$*«£ Now , P rincel y Buckingham feale vp this league 
With thy embracemcnt to my wiues allies 5 5 

And make me happy in this vnicy. 

£«^Wben euer Buckingham dochturne his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutiousioue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifli me 
With hate,in thole where I expert moil lone, 

W hen I haue moft neede to inpploy a friend. 

And mo ft aflureci that he is a 'tneind, * 

Deepe, hollow trecherousjandfull of<uiile 
J3e he vnto me: This doe I beggeofGod 
When I am cold in zealc to you or yours* 

King, a pleating cordiall Princely Buckingham 

Is this thy vow vnto my hckly heart ; * 3 

There wanteth now our broth cv Glister here 
T o make the perfect period of this peace. ' 

Enter Glocefier. 

^c^Andin good time here comes the noble Duke. 
Gio. Good mprrowto my foueraigne King and Queene 

And princely Peares, a happy timeof day. g J 

King, Happy mdeedas we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we haue done deeds of charit y : Y 

Made peace of emnity,faire loue of hate 
Bewcene thefefvvelhng wrong infeenfed Peares. 

lo. A blefled labour moft foueraigne Liege 
Amongft this Princely heape, if any here ' 

By fall* intelligence, or wrong furmifo, 

Hold 
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of Richard the Third. 

Hold me a foe, if I vnwictingly or in my rage, 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne" ‘ 

By any in this prelence , I detire 
lo reconcile meto his fieindly. peace, 1 
Tis death to me to be at emnity, 

I hate it and deftre all good mens loue* 
FirftMaddamlintreatpeace of you. 

Which I purchace with my dutrous teruice. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defart haue fround on me, 

Dukes,Earles, Lord s, Gentlemen, indeed of all ' ' 

I do not know that Engliflitr.an aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotteat oddes. 

More then the- infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 
flu. A holi day fhail this be kept hereafter, 

I would toGod all ftrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leige I do befeech your Maiefty 
To take our brother Clarence, xovout gra ce, 

GU . Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this, 
Tobethusfcomdin this royal l prefence ? 

W ho knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doc him iniury to fcorne his coarfe. ( he is ? 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
J23' All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? 

Buc. Looke 1 fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor, I my good Lord and none in this prefence 
But his red colour hath fbrfooke his cheekes* 

Km. I s Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foule by our firft order dide> ‘ 

And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardy criple bore the countermannd. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God grautu that fome lelfe noble and leffe loyal! 

Neererm bloody thought s ,butnot in blood : 

I/eierue not werfe then wretched Clarence did. 

Ana yet goe currant from fufpition. Enter Darby l 

Da , 







The Tragedy ' 

Day. A boone (my foueraigne) for my feruice done. 

Tin. I pray thee peace my fouie is full of forrovv. 
v Day. I vvill not rife vnlefle your highneue grant, 

Km. Then fpeakeat once,whatis ic thou demanded;* 
Tar. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my feruants life, 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke of Norffelke , 

Kin. Hauel a tongue to dome my brothers death. 

And fhall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man, his fault was nought. 

And yet his punifhment was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Wholpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore fouie did forfake 
The mighty Warwick?) and did fight forme? 
r Who told me in the field at Tewxbury , 

When Oxford had mz downe herefcued me. 

And fay d deare brother liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when We both lay in the field, 
Frozenalmoft to death, how helapt me 
Euen in hisowne armes, and gauehimfelfe 
All thinne and naked tothenumbe cold night? . _• 

All this from my remembrance hrutifh wrat h 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it inmy minde. 

But when your carters or your wayting vaifailes 
Haue done a drunken {laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image ofourdeareft Redeemer, 

You ftuaight are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vniuftly.too,mnft grant it you, 

B ut for my brother not a man would ipeake. 

Nor I (vngracious) Ipeake vnto my felfe. 

For him poore fouie: the proudeft one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in his life, 

Y et none of you would once pleade for his life • 

Oh God, I feare thy iuflice will take hold 

On me, and you,and mine,and yours for this* (Exit] 

Come tfafiingsfctl pe me to my clofet,oh poore Gl trench 

" " Gif 
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qfRichard the Third. 

Git. This is the fruit of rawneffe : marke you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Oueene y 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death •“ 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, - 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor fa, with Clarence Children . 

Bey. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dm . No Boy. ( breaft ? 

•5cy.Why.doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne l 

Girle. W by doe you looke on vs and fliake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be aiiue ? 

Dut. Mypritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fieknefle of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to weepe for one thatls loft. 

Bey. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
,W ith dayly prayers all to that effe&. 

B>ut. Peace Children peace, the King doth loue you well* 
Incapable and Shallow inocents, 

^ ou cannot geffe whocauled your Fathers death. 

B °y- Granam, wc can : for my good Vncle G locefler. 
Told me , the King pr oil oked by the ^ueene, 

Deuis’d impeachments toimprifon him : 

And when he told ine fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my c heekes, . 
And bad me rehe on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely ashisChilde. 

He ismy fonne yea and therein my fhame : 
lYetrrom my dugshe drew not this deceit. 

^;.?Bo y C : yOUmy Vndedid dlffembIe > : Granam ? 
Bey. I cannot thinke it, harke, what noyfe is this t 

E Enter 
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Enter the Queer.e. 

T£#*Whofeall hinder me to waile and weepe. 

To chide my fortune,and torment my felfe? 
lie ioyne with bkcke defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy* 

X>»#. What meanes thisfeeaneof rude impatience? 

' £1*. To make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne,ourKing,is dead. 

Why grow thebranches,now the rooteiswitherd 
Why wither not the leaues,the lap being gone ? 

Ifyou will liue, lament: if dye, be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foulesmay catch the King?, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new Kingdome of perpetuallreft. 

T D ut . Ah fo much intereft haue 1 in thy forrow,. 

A s I had title in my noble husband : 

I haue be wept a worthybusbands death, . 

And lin’d by looking on his image: 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance, 

Are craft in pieces by malignant death, . 

And I for comfort haue but one folic glaflfe, 

Which grieues me when I fee my fhamein him, 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes, 
And-pluft two crutches from my feeble limmes, . 

Edward, and Clarence, O what caufe haue I, 

Then,being but moityof my felfe. 

To ouergoe thy plaints,and drowncthy cries ? 

Boj, Good aunt, you wept not for my fathers death, 
How can we ayd you witliour kindreds tearcs ? 

: Girl. Our fatherlelfe diftreffe was left vnmoand, 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnvvept, 

Gine me no helpein lamentation. 

I am not barren to bring forth laments, . 

All lprings reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That l being gouernd by the watryMoone, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the wot Id: 

Oh my husband for my heirs Lord Edward, . 

Atnbo 
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of Richard the Third, 

Jmho, Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarence, 
But* Alas forboth,both mine Edward and Clarence . 
i g 5 .What ftay Had I but Edward, and heis gone ? 
Ambo . What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone ? 
But. What ftay had I, but they, and they are gone ? 
<?«.Waseuer widow, had fo deare a Ioffe ? 

Ambe.’Was euer Orphanes had fo dearea loflfe? 
D»r*Waseuer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
Alaffelamthe motherof thdemoanes, 

Their woes are parceld, mine are general!: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo dec I ; 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fee : 

Thcfe babes for Clarence weepe and fo doe I, 

I for an Edward weepe,and fo doethey, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powre all your teares,I am your forrows nurfe. Enter 
And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. Glocefter 

G/ft.Maddam hauecomfort,all of vs haue caufe with 
To waile the dimming of our feining ftarre e others « 

But none can cure their harmes by wayling them, 

Maddam mymother,I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee yorGrace,humb)y on my knees 
Icraue yourblefling. 

But. God bleffe thee, and put mcekenefle in thy minde, 
Loue,charity,obedienee, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to dye a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling, 

I maruell why her Grace did Ieaue it out / 

Buc, You cloudy Princes, and heart lbrrowingPeares, • 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane, 
Nowcheare each other in each ethers loue: 

Though we haue Ipent our harueft for this King, 

We are to reape the harueft of hisfonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

But laftly fplinted. knit, and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferud,cherifot,and kept, ' ~ K 1 *' 

Me feemeth good that with fome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London to be Crownd our King. 

E 2 gie. 
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The Tragedy 

<//<?♦ Then be it To : and goe we to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftraight (hall poll to Ludlow} 
Maddam,.and you my mother will you goe. 

To giue your Icnfurcs in this waighty bufineffe* 

Anf With all our hearts* Exeunt Manet G/o.Bmi 
Buff - My Lord, who euer Iourneycs to the Prince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind : 

For by the way ile fort occafion, 

As index to the ftory we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queenes proud kindred from the King., 

CjIo. My other felfe, my counfels confiftory 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofin : 

1 like a child will goe by thy dire&ion : 

Towards Ludlow then,fbr we will not flay behind. Exit, 
Enter two Citizens. 

i Neyghbour well met, whether a way fo fall ? 
a I promifeyou, I fcarcely know my felfe* 
i Heare you t he ne wes abroad ? 
a I, that the King is dead, 
i Bad news birlady,feldome comes better, 

1 feare,I feare,twill proue a troublefome world, Enter 

3 Cit- Good morrow neyghbours* another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 
i It doth. 3 Thenmafters looke to fee a troublefome 
i No,no,by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne. (world. 
3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a child* 
a In him there is hopeofgouernmcnt. 

That in his nonage,counfell vnder him. 

And in his full ripened yeares himfelfe, 

^Jo doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well, 

1 So flood the cafe when H curie the lixt 
Was crownd at Paris, but at nine moneths old. 

3 Stood the Hate fo ; no good my friend not fo. 

For then our Land was famoufly inricht 
With politicke graue counfell ; then the King 
Hadvertuous vncles to proteft his Grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father, 

€>r by the father there were none at all; 



e/Richard the 7 bird* 

For emulation now,who fhall be earned. 

Which touch vsall too neereif Godpreuentnot 
Oh full of danger is theDuke of Glocefier , 

And the Queenes kindred haughty and proud. 

And were they to be rulde,and not rule. 

This fickly Land might folace as before. 

2 Come,come,we fearethe worft,allfhall bewell, j 

3 When clouds appeare,wifc men put on their cloakes* 
When preat leaues fall,the winter is at hand : 

When the Sunne fets,who doth not looke for night ? 
Vntimely ftormes makes them expert a dearth : 

All men be well: butifGodfbrtitl'o, 

T is more then we deferue,or I expc&, 

1 Trudy the foules of men are full of dread. 

Yea cannot almoft reafon with a man j 

That lookes not heauy and full of feare* 

3 Before the time of change- ftill it isfo, 

By a diuine inftinft mens mindes miftruft 
Enfuing dangers ,as by proofe we fee. 

The waters fw ell before a boy ftrous florme, 

Butleaueitall to God : whether away ? 

2 We are fent forto theluftice. 

3 And fo was I , ile beare you company.' Exeunt ‘ 
Enter Cardinal, Dutches of T orke,^ueene, young Tor he* 
Cart Laft night ? heare they lay at Northampton , 

At Steny-firatford will they be to night. 

To morrow or next day will they be here* 

Dut - 1 long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he isrnuch growne fince I laft faw him* 

But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Porks 
Hath ouertane him in growth. 

Tor. I mothcr,but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut. Why my young coufin, it is good to grow. 

Tor . Granam,one night as we did fit atfupper. 

My VnclcRiuers talkt how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my Vncle G/o* 

Small hearbes haue grace^great weeds grow apace: 

And fince my thinkes I would not grow fo fa ft, 

Becaufe fweet flowers are flow,and weeds make hafte* 

£ 3 Dm* 
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The Tragedy 

f D«f,Good faith, good faith: the laying did not hold, 

In him that did ©biedf the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing w hen he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely, 

That if this were a rule he fhould be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, fo no doubt heis. 

hope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I hadbeene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a. flout, ( mine.' 

That fhould haue neercr toueht his growth then he did 
Dut. How my pietty Yorks : f pray thee let me heare it. 
2V. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo faft, 
Thathe could gnawacruft.at two houresold, 

Twas full two yearesere I could get a tooth. 

Gramm, this would haue becne a pritty ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee pritty Yorkc » who told thee fo f 
Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why fhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. ]f twere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

£>». A perilous boy, go too thou art too flnewd. 
Can Good Maddambe not angry with the child- 
J2u. Pitchers ha th eares. Snter Dorfet$ 

Car. Heere comes your lonne, Lord Marques, Dor/it, 
Whatnewes Lord Marques ? 

■Dor. Such newes my Lord, as griues me to vnfoid- 
jl^-How fares the Prince ? 

Dor. Well Maddam, and in health : 

Z>«r,Whatis the newes then ?■ 

Dor. Lord Ritters , and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfret, ’ 
With them.Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

D»t. Who hath committed them ? 

Dor . The Mighty Dukes Glocefier and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence ? 

Dor. T he lumme of all I can,! haue difdofcd : - 
Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 

Ts all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady* 
j9«.Ay me, I fee the downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath feazd the gentle Hinde : 

Infulting tyrany begins to let. 

' : ' Vpon 
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of Richard the Third. 

Vpon the innocent and lawleffe throane: 

Welcome deftruaion,death,and malfaere, 

•1 fee as in a Map the end of all. . 

* jj Kt . Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of yon haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the C'rowne, 

And often vpand downemy tonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe were gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated and domeflicke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themlelues, blood againtt blood, 

Selfe againft felfe,0 prepoftrous 
And franticke outrage, end the damned fpleenej 
Cr let me die to looke on death no more. 
f^u* Comecome,my boy, we will to Sandfuary* 
j Dut. lie goe along with you- 
Qu. You haue no caufe, 

^■-My gracious Lady, goe: 

And thither beare your treafure and your goods. 

For my part,ilerefigne vnto your grace. 

The feale I keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours : 

Come, ile conduct you to the Sandfuary, Exeunt* 

The T rumfets fomd.Enter young Prince, Duke ef 
Cjlocefier,and Buckingham, Cardittall,&c. 

Buc - Welcome fweet Prince to London, to your chamber* 
Glo. Welcome fweet Cofen, my thoughts foueraigne : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prin. No Vncle, but ourcroflesonthe way. 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

C?/o- Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueof your year eg,* 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you diflinguifh of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,which God he knowes, 
Seldomeor neuer iumpeth with the heart: 

T hofe vncles which you want were dangerous, 

Y our Grace attended to their lugred words. 

But look not on the poyfon of their hearts: 
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God keepe you from them,and from fuchfalfe friend s' 
Prin.God keepemefrom falfefriends,but they were non* 
Glo. My Lord 3 theMaior of Londoncomes to greetcyou" 
Enter Lord Ad at or- ' 

Lo.Ma. God blefle your Grace, with health and happy' 
^ Prin.l thanlce you good my Lord, and thanke you Ji 
I thought my mother.and my brother Y orke } 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie what a flug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.H^ t 
2?«<r.And in good time here comes the fweating Lord* 
Pr/» .Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come \ 
Haft, On what occafionGodhe knowes,not I : 

The Qtieene yourmother,and your brother Tor he 
-Hath taken San<51uary : The tender Prince 
W ould f aine come with me to mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held* 

Bhc. Fie, what an indirect and peCuifli courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Turk* 
Vntohis Princely brother prefently ? 

If'fhee deny. Lord Haftings goe with them. 

And from her iealous armes,plucke him perforce* 

Car. My Lo*of Buckingham ,if my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon expeft him here: butifflie be obdurate 
To milde intreaties, God forbid 
W e Ihould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleffed Sanctuary: not for all this Land, 

W ould I be guilty of fo great a finne, 

Suti ' You are too fencelefle obftinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonius and traditionall : 

W eigh it but with the gteatnefle of his age. 

You breakenot San<ftuary in feazing him : 

The benefit whereof is a.vayes granted 
J o thofe vvhofe dealings naue deferued thep/ace. 

And thofe who haue chawit toclaime the place', 

-his Prince hath neyther claimed it,nor deferued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot ha ue it. 

Then 



of Richard the Third. 

Then take him from thence that is not there. 

You breake no priuiled ge nor Charter there : 

Oft haue 1 heard of Sandfuary men, '"' 

But Sanffuary children neuer till now* 

Car, My Lord, you fhall ouer-rufe my mind for once ? 
Come one Lord Haftings > will you goe with me ? 

Haft. I goe my Lord. Exit, Car. & Haft . 

Erin. Good Lords make all thefpeedy haft you may s 
Say Vncle Cjlecefter y if our brother come, 

Where fhall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felfe s 
If I may counfell you fome day or two 
Yourhighneffefliall repofe you attheTower • 

Then were you pleafe as fhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health and recreation • 

Prin.l doe not likethe Tower of any place. 

Did Iullius C after build that place my Lord ? 

Buc He did my gracious Lord begin that place. 

Which fincefucceeding ages haue reedified* 

Brin, Is it vp on record or el fe reported 
Succeftiuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Brin. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd. 

Me thinkes the truth fhould hue frontage to age, 

A s t’were retaild to all pOfteritjr, 

Euen to the generallending day; _ T 
Glo. Sow" Lie, fo young, they fay do newer line lpng« 
Prm.What fay yon Vncle ? 

Glo. .I£ay without Cara6f era fame lines long ; : 

That like the formall vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Brin , That/«A«* Cafter Was a famous man, 

W ith what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit fet downe to make his valour line ; 

Death makes no conqueft of his Conquerour, 

For now he liues in fame though not in life s 
He tell youwhat,tny Coufen Buckingham. 

Buc. w hat my gracious Lord ? 

. Hin. And if I liue vntill I be a man. 

F - Tic 
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lie winne our ancient right in TVvwwagaine, 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin’d a King, 

Glo. Short rummers likely haue a forward fpringi 
Enter young 7 orke ,MaJlings ,Cardinall. ° 
2*c,Now in good time,hecrc comes the Duke of Tor^ 
Prin. Richard of 7 orke how fares our noble brother : ‘ 

T or. W ell my deare Lord : lb mu ft I call you now « 
Prin. I brother to our griefe , as it is yours : 

Toodate be died that might haue kept this Title, 

W hich by his death hath loft much maiefty, ' ■ 

Ole. How faires our coufen noble Lord of Yorke. 

-'Tor. T thanke you gentle Vncle ; O my Lord , 

You laid that idle weeds are fall in growth; > 

The Prince my brother hath ouer grovvne meiarre. 

Cjlo. Hee hath my Lord* 

7 or. And therefore is he idle? 

Clo. Oh my laire coufen I muft not fay fo» 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then!. 

Glo. He may command measmy foucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinlinan. 

7 or. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger littlocoufen,withaU my heart* 

Prin. A begger brother ? 

Ter. Of my. kind Vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is no gift , to giue, 

Gle» Agreatergiftthenthat lie giue my coufen." 

Tor. A greater gift , O thats the Sword to it. 

Git. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough • 

Tor. O then I fee you will part but with light gifts, 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

GU. Itis to weighty for your grace to weare. 

Tor . I weigh ic lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little Lord* 

T or. I would that I might. thinke you as you call me. 
Glo. How ? 7 orke. Little* 

P rift. My L- ofTerke will ftill be crolfe in talke : 

.Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

7 or . You meane to beare me , not to beare with me j 
Vncle, my brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaufe 



©/Richard the Third . 

Becaufe that I am little like an Ape* 

Hetbinkes that youfhould beare me one your fltmilders. 

Buc. With what a Iharpe prouided withe re a Tons, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giucs his vncle, 

Hepretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderful! ♦ 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleaie you paffe along ? 

My felfe and my good coufin 2?» ckingham^ 

W ill to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will'you go vntothe Tower my Lord:' 1 
Prin. My Lord protedor will haue it fo. 

7 or. I {hall not fieepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Why what fliould you feare ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry ghoft a 
My granam told me,he was murdred there, 

Prin. T feare no vncles dead. 

<?/o.Nor none that Jiue,I hope. 

Pn». And if they Iiue,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, withaheauy heart 
Thinkingonthem,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin .Tor. Hall. Dor. Manet B^Buel 
T#c.Thinke you my L. this little prating York* * 

Was not incenced by hisfubtile mother. 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobrioufly 2 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

Bold,quicite,ingenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft ; come hither Catesb Y% 
houart fvvorn as deeply toeffetf what weintend 
As clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way: 1 
W bat thmkeft thou, is it not an cafie matter 7 
o make William L Mailings of our mind. 

For the mftalment oftbis noble Duke 
n the feate royall of this famous lie ? 

Th?/L win noff? 1 ^ 18 fakc f ° lG L UCS the P «nce, 
nac ne will not be wonne to ought aoainft him 

tM - Wte thi " b « ‘l™ ?fsJ%% h h T ni u i, e , 

Fa c«: 
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« Cat. He will do all in alias Haftings doth* 

Bhc. W ell then no more but this : 

Go gentl tCatv&J, and. as it were a fee off, 

Sound Lord Haftsngs, how he (lands affected 

Vnto our purpofe. If he be willing, 

Encourage him and (hew him ail out re a Tons: 

If hebeieaden, icy .cold vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

Eor we to morrow hold deuided counfels 
Wherein thy felfe (hall highly be imployed • 

Glo.C ommend me to L.mHiamjitXlhimCatesby 
' His ancient knot of dangerous a dueriaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, ^ 

i\nd bid my friends for icy of this good newes, 

Giuc gentle M«. fthore one. gentle kifle the more. 

Bue.Goo<\ Catesby effedf this bu fine fie found ly* 

•• Cat .My rood Lords both with all the heed I may, 
(7/tf.ShaU we heare from you Catesby ere wc fleepe t 
Cat. You (hall my Lord- Exit- Catesby , 

Glo. At Crosby place there (hall you find vs botn. _ 

Bhc. Now my Lord, what (hall we doeifwe perceiue 
William Lord Halt in gs will notyeild to ourcomplots? 

GA-Chop off his head man, l'ome what we will doe, 
And looke when I am King,claime thou of me 
TheEarledome ofH/rfir Jand the mooucables* 
Whereof the King ray brother flood pofleft. 

Buc. He claime that promife at your hands. 

Glo . And looke to haue it yeaided with willingnelie. 

Gome let vs fup betimes, that afterwards _ • 

we may digeft our complots in fome forme . xxmn 

Entera mejfsnger to Lord Haftings, 

Meff. I What ho ray Lord. 

Halt. Who knocks atthedoore? 

Meff. A meffenger from the Lord Stankj.Jtnter Lo.tuj" 

Haft. W hats a Clocke ? 

Mef Vponthe ftroke offoure. , 

Haft. Cannot thy mafler fleepe the tedious mgnt • 

Meff, So it (hould feerne by that I haue todays 



e/Richard the 7 bird. 

y0UW0ld 

Hast. And Bc [ are bad call his heime : 

?f d "es he fay«, there are two counfels held, 

Befiues he wyes, - ned at thc one , 

And that m y - - d bi m to rew at the other 

I f nrefently you will take horfe with him, 

V P f l 111 (need noft into the North, 

ToYhunthe fange? that his foule druines- 
M Good fellow goe returne vnto ruy Lord, 

Bid him notfearethe iterated counfels ; 
bio r e if e are at the one, 

(aomCOHbr . 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof Hliall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting mftancy. 

And for his dreamesT wonder he is fofond 

Totruft the mockery of vnqmet (lumbers- 
To flie the Bore before the Bore perfues vs. 

Were to incence the Boare to follow vs. 

And make purfuit where he did meane to chafe: 

Go bid thy mafler rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vs kindly, 

Mef Mv gracious Lord, ile tell him what you fay. Ex,t* 
Enter Catesby to Lord Hayings. 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord . , 

Haft , Good morrow Catesby % you are eady flitting, 
What new s,what news, in this our totteiing ftate ? 

Cat.ltis a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftatid vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme* 

Hast. How ? weare the Garland/ doft thou naeane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. ^ (Crowne.? 

Haft, lie haue this crowne of mine cut ttom my Ihoul- 
Ere 1 will fee the Crownfe fo foule mifplaft ; (ders. 

But canft thou guefie that he doth ayme at it ? 

C<?r,VDon my life my Lt and hopes to find you forward 

F 3 Vpcn 
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Vpon fiis party for the gaine thereof, 

'•hereupon ne fends you this good news ? 
i bat this fame very day, your enemies, 
he kindred of:heQueene,muft dye at Pomfrer, 

±iajr .Indeed } am no mourner for this news. 
Became they hauebeene ftill urine enemies: 

But that lie giue rny voyce on Riches fide, 
jobarremy matters heire-sin truedefent, 

God knows I will not doc it to the death. 
f-W.God keepeyour Lordlhip in thatgraciousmind 
iiafl . .But I fhall Jaugh at this a tvveimonth hence 
1 hat they who brought me to my matters hate. 

•* hue to rooke vpop their tragedy: 

1 J, el L th ? Cate fi' . . What my Lord? 

Hi r j Ere a fortni S ht maI(e me elder, 
defend fomc packing that yet thinkesnotoneit. 

cat, I is a vile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it* 
x „! *£• 2 monttrous,monftrous,and foit fills ouc 
£™*‘ i * ers J r *"& h **> G r*yji nd fo twill doe 
With fomc men elfc, who thinke themfeluesasfafo 
As thousand I,who as thou krrowft are deare 
Bo Princely Richard-, and to Buckingham* 

C **' The Princes both make high account of you 
^rr accoijnt his, head vpon the bridge." 

Know they doand I haue well deferud it. 

Enter L§rd Stanley* 

What my L. where is your Boare.fpeare man? 

Fcarc you the Bore,and goe you lb vnprouided 

M y I- good morrow : good morrow Cateshy ; 
You may ictt on, but by the holy Rood, 

J doe not like thefefeuerall counfels. 

My L. ; hold my life as deare, as you doe yours. 
And neuerin my life I.doe proteft, J 

VVasit more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our ftate fecure, 
f would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Tr they rode from I#**, 

V iocund,and luppofd their ttates was fme. 

And 



of Riciiard the Third* 

And indeede had no cau r e to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab ofrancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fay,I prone aneedleffecoward, 

Butcomemy Lord lhall we to the Tower ? 

Hail. I go : buettay, heare you not the newes ?• 
This day t hole men you talke of are beheaded, 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufcd them weare their hats: 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit.L. Stanley ,&^at' 

Haft- Go you before He follow prefen tly. 

Enter Hajlings a Pur ft ft ant* 

Haft.Wtdl met Haftings, how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it plcafe your good Aordfhip to ask? 
Haft. I tell thee fellow* tis better with me now, 

T hen when I met thee laft where now we mecto 
Then was 1 going prilbner to the Tower. 

By thefuggeftionofthe Queenes alies : 

But now I tell tbee- ( keepe it to thy felfe ) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honoursgood content,' 
HaFh.Gttmticj Hastings, holdlpend thou that* 

He giues himkisyarfe. 

Pur. God faue your LotdQilp-Exit.Pur. Enter n Prieih 
Haft , What Sit John, you are well met : 
lam beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabbath, and 1 will content you oHe whifpers 
Enter Buckingham. ( in his earec 
itec.How now Lord Chamber laine, what talking with a 
Y our friends at Pomfret they deeneed the Prieft, (Prieft,; 
Your Honour hath no flriuing workein hand* 

Haft . Good faith, - and when I met this holy man, 
Thofemenyou talkeof, came into my minde i 
What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. I do,but long I fhall not ftay, 

I fhallreturne before your Lordihip thence, ; 

Hast. "I is like enough for I ftay dinner there. 

«8*c»And lupper too although thou knoweft it not f 
* Come 
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Come fhall we goe along ? » 

£ nter Sir Richard Ratlijfef with the Lord R inert 
Gray and T, <tugban,frifoners 
.ftrff.Come bring forth theprifoners* 

R/u.Sit Richard R stiff e , let me tell thee this : 

To day thou {halt behold afubie&.die. 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray . God keepethe Prince from all the packeofyou : 

A knot you are of damned blood- fuckers* 

Riu.Q Pomfertftomfrct. O thou bloody priion, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Peares : 

W ithin the guilty clofure of thy walle s 
Richard the fecona heere was hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmall foule, 

We giue thee vp our guiltlclfe blood to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margrets curfe isialnevpon our heads, 
For handing by, when Richard llabd herfonne. 

£/*.Then curft fhe Haftings, then curtt fh ^Buckingham, 
Thencurftfhe Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my filler and her princely l'onne : 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true bloods. ■ 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly mull be fpilt. 

iJI^.Come,come,difpatch, the limit of your liues is out, 
Rite. Come Gray, come V augham, let vs all unbrace- 
And take our leaues vntill we meetein lieauen. Exeunt i 
Enter the Lords to conn fell. 

Haft. My Lords at once , the cauie why we are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods Name fay when is this royall day ? 

Buc.hxc all things fitting for that royall time'? 

Bar. It is, and yet in nomination- 
BifhSYo morrow then, I geffe a happy time* 

Rue. W ho knowes the Lord Profiteers mind herein?. 
Who is moll inward with the noble D : ke ? ( his mind. 

Bifh . Why you my L.me thinksyou fhould fooneft know 
£#c.Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours : ner I no more of his, then you of mine, 

Lora 



. ^Richard the Third. 

T ord Hafiittct,y6\i and he ar£ time in Iou£« y p 

thankehis grace,Iknow heloues rne well * 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I hauenot founded him , nor.hedeliueied 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my Lord may name the time. 

And in the Dukes benalfe lie giue my voyce, 

“Which I prefume he will take in good part- 

Bijb.Now in good time heere comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Enter Cjlocefier. 

Glo. My noble Lord, and coufens all good morrow, j 
I hauebeene longafleepe , but now I hope 
My abfence doth negledt no great defignes, 

Whjch by my prefence might hauebeene concluded. 

Hue. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L. Hastings had now pronounft your part : 

I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo . Then my A. Hastings, no man might be bolder^ 
His Lord Chip knowes me well t and loues me well* 

Haft* I thanke your grace. 

Glo. My Lord of -£//<•« 

Bifh. My Lord. 

Glo. When I was laftin Holbortte, 

Ifaw good ftrawberiesin you Garden there, 

I doe befeech you fend for fome of them. 

Bift. I goe my Lord. 

Glo . Coufen Buckingham, a word with you ; 

Catesby hath founded Haft in gs in our bufineffe. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As he will loofe his head ere giue eon lent, 

Hismaifters fonne as worlhipfull he fermes it. 

Shall loofe the royalty of Englands 1’hroane. 
^.Withdraw yon hence my A. He follow you.£;v.<j/<>. 
Bar. We haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph. 

T o morrow in mine opinion is too {bone s 
F ( or I my felfe am not fo well prodded. 

As eife I would be , were the day prolonged. 

Enter ihe Btfhop ofElie* (berries. 

Bijh-Whctc is my L. Protestor, Ihaue fent for thefe firaw, 
' G " Haft* 
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Haft< Hisgwce lookcs cbearefully and fmoothto davi ■ 
Theres feme conceit or other likes him well, * * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit 
I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftettdome, 

That can leffe hide his iouc or hate then' he *• * 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart.' 

Tar. What of bis heart perceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood hefliewed to day ? 

Baft. Marty that with no man heere he is offended. 
For if he were , he would haue fliewde it in his face. 
Harm 1 pray God, he be not, I fay; 

Enter Glocefter. 

Gle. 1 pray you alh, what do they deferue* 

That do confpiremy death with diuelifh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild? 

Vpon my body with their hcllifhcharmes ? 

Baft. The tender louelbeareyourgrlcemy Lord 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomethe offenders whatfoeuer they be :* 

I fay my Lord they haue defemed death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill. 

See how I ambewitcht, behold minearme 
Js like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

1 his is that Edwards wife, that monftrous Witch* 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpetd/W, 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Hail. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lord* 

<jIo. If thou Protestor of this damned hrumpet. 
Telflthoumeof iffs ? thon art a traitor. 

Off with his head : Now by Saint TW,. 

I will not dine today 1 fvvere, 

Vntill I fee the fame , fomefeeit done s' 

that loue me, come and follow me. "Exeunt .ma.net 
Baft . W o y wo fot England jjfat a whit for m e.Ca.with Haft ,. 
Fori too fond might haue prenented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme. 

But 1 difdaind it and did icornetoflie. 

Three times to day my footecloth Horfedid Rumble, 
And ftarted when he looktvpon the Tower, ‘ • 
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As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houle* 

Ohnow I warrant the Prieft that fpake to ms, 

Tnow repent f told the Pursuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at P omfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe feeure in.grace and fauour. 

Oh Margret y Margret 3 now thy heauy curfe 
Is lightned on poore Hdfttngs wretched head* 
CV.Dilpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinners' 
Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Ha si .O momentary Rate ofworldly men, 

Which vye more hunt for,then for the graceof heauens 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire lookcs, 
Liues like a drunken fayler on a. maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocke,beare him my head’ 

They fmile at me,that fhortly fhall be dead Exeunt* 

Enter Huhe of Cjloce ft errand Buckingham jn armour. 
^G/o.Comecoufen,canft thou quakeand change thy colons 
.Murder thy bieathin middle of* word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert dellraa and mad with terror, 

S»c. Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the dcep.e Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie on eueryfide i 
Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my lefuice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their cilices 

To grace my ftratageins. Enter Mahr. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior , ... 

Buc. Let me alone to entertaine him. L.Maior 
7 , °" to the draw-bridge there, 

w. The rea fon wc haue fent tor you. 

* ouer -looke the walks. 

■*>#<•• Harke, I hearea drumme. 

^ L God e and Cke d - efend thee ^ ere ar c enemies 
cTn ei l nd °- l,r ,nn °cency defend vs- 
°> °> be quiet it is Cateshy . 

^ 2 Enter 
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Enter Cate thy; with Mattings head . 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble tray tor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpc&ed Mattings,, 

G/s.Sodeare I loud the man that I muft vveepe s. 
j tool:e him for the playneft harmeleffe man, 

Tha i breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian: 

Looke ye my Lord Maior , , 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftory of all her fecret thoughts : 

Sofmooth he daubd his vice with frew or vertue, 

That his a pparent open guilt omitted ; • 

I meane his conueri'ation with Shores wire. 

He layd from all attainder of fufpeft. 

Buc, Well, well, he was the conuertft freltred traytor 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or almoll beleeue,were it not by great prcferuation 
We liue to tell it you ? the fufetiie traytor 
Had this day plotted in the counfeJI houle, 

To murder me and my good Lord Glocefler . 

Ma. What, had he fo ? . 

G/o.What thinke ye weareTurkesor Infidels, 

Or that we (bould againft the courfe of Law, 
Proceed thusrafhiy to the villaines death, 

„ But that theextreame perrill ofthe cafe. 

The peace of England jand our perfons falety 

Jnforft vs to this execution ? 

^.Nowfaire befall you, he deferued his death. 

And you my good Loras both, haue well proceeded. 
To warne falle traytors from the like attempts ; 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftris S hort -» 

qio , Yet had not we determind he frou Id dye 
Vntill your Lordfrip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing haft of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufemy Lord, we would haue had you heard 
’• • The traytor fpeake, and timeroufly conrelie 
The manner and the purpofe of his treaion, 

That you might well haue fignified the fame 






Vnto 



" ^/Richard the 7 hird* 

AiS to that end we : wifrt your Lordfrip here, 

To auoyd the carping cenfures of the w°rl " 

vut finre vou came to late of our intents 3 „ 

Y®rJne& what we did intend.and fo my 
ri, After ‘after, coufm Buckingham, £*’* 
TheM^or towards Guildhall hies him m all poft, 

There at your meeteft advantage ofthe time. 

Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 

Moreoucr, vrge his hatefull luxury, _ 

Which ft^eK^^totheiiTeruan^jdaughters^iueSj 

Euen wherehis luftfull eye,or fauage heart. 

Without controle lifted to make his prey; , , 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my period. 

Tell them,when that my motherwent with child 
Ofthat vnfatiat Edward, noble Tor kg. 

My Princely father thenhad warres m trance; ^ 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found that the iffue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father. 

But touch this fparinglyasit were farre of, 

Becaufe you know my Lord , my brother hues. 

jB#c.Fearenot my Lord,ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade. 

Were for myfelf*- ... , „ „ j r-~(u* 

Glo.lt you thrioe well, bring them to Baynards Caftie, 

Where you frail find me well accompanied 

3 . ' — 
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^‘he Ttagtdy 

W kh reuerend Fatherland well learned Bi/^oos^ 

Bhc. About three or foure a clocke looke to hear/* 
What news Guild-hall affordetfwnd fo my LordSLw 
■ G/a.Novv will I in to take fomc priuy order £*2? 
T o draw the brates of Clarence out of fight, e * 

A nd to giuc notice that no manner of perlon 
At any time,haue recourfe vnto the Princes. r . 

rj-t. . A Scriuener, with a paper tn his hand. 

I his is t he indictment of the good Lord 
Which in a fee hand fairely is ingrofs-d. 

That it may be this day red ouer in Pauls-. 

And marke how well the fequell hangs together 
Eleuen houres I /pent to writ it ouer, & * 

For yefternight by Cates bj was it brought me. 

I he prefident was full as Jong a doing, 

And yet withinthefe fiue houres liu d Lord Halims 
\ ntainted, vnexamined •• free at liberty : * 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who’s fogroffe 
That fees not this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who’s fo blind that fayes he lees it not ? 

Bad is the world and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing muft.be fegne in thought: Exiu 

n te r 6 beefier at one doore .Buckingham at another . ' 

% l °' How novvrny Lord, what fayes theCitizens? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

J "S Si^P^^^ummeand fpeakeiiotaword, • 

% tJ-s ?? U the baft ardy.of Edwards Children ? O 
Phc. I did,with the mfatiat.greedincfle of his defires. 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy. 

As being got your father then in France: 

Withall I did inferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea of your father. 

Both in torme and noblenefleofmind; 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland : 

Your Difciplme m \varre,wifedome in peace : : 

Your bounty, vertue.faiie humility; ’ • 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Yn touch t or fleightly handled in difeourie ; 

And when my oratory grew to end, 

I bad 
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of Richard the Third . 

I bad them that loues their Countries good, . 

Cry God faue Richard England s royall King,' 
gio. A, and did they fo ? 

Buc. No fo God helpe me. 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlefle ftones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw , I reprehended them : 

And askt the Maiorwhat meanes this wilfull filerice ? 

His anfwere was the people were not wont : 

To be fpokc too, but by the Recorder. 

Thitf he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

ThusTaith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd ; 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfelfe : 

When he had done,fomefollowers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cryed ,Godfaue King R ichard 
Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth I , 

This generall applauie and louing ftioute. 

Argues your wildome and your loue to Richard 
And fo brake off and came away. 

(Yo.What tonguelefle blockes were they , would they 
Buc- No by my troth my Lord. ' (not Ipeake ? 
<7/o.Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ?, 
Buc . The Mayor is heere *• and intend fome feare, 

Beriot Ipoken withall,but with mighty fute : 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand. 

And ftand betwixt to C hurch-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build aholy defcant : 

Benot eafie wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it. 

<Y»,Feare not me , if thou canft plead as well for them, 
Aslcan fay nay to thee for my felfe. 

No doubt weelc bring it' to a happy iflue. 

Buc.Y ou fhall fee what I can do,get vp to the leads. Ex. 
Now my Lord Maior , you dance attendance heere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be Ipoken withall. Enter Catesbj 
Here comes his feruantihow now Catesbj. what fayes 'he ? 

Cat* My Lord he doth intreat your grace * 

To vifit him to morrow , ornextday j 

He 
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The Tragedy 

He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 
Todrawhim from his holyexercife. 

Buc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 
Tellhimmy felfe, the Maiorand Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 
NoleOe importing them then our generall good. 

Are come to hauefome conference with his grace* 
Cdf.Ile tell him what you fay my Aord. Exit, 

Buc . A hanay Aord, this Prince is not an Edward ; 
He is not lulling on a le wd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not Beeping to ingroffe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince: 

Take on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon, 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

BBa. Marry God for bid his grace fhould lay vs nay? 

Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I feare he will, how mow Catesby., 

Whatfaycs your Lord * 

Cat. My L. he wondersto what end you haue affembled 
Such troopcs of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .* 

My Aord,he feares you meane no good tohim* 

Buc. Sony i am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpeft me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfect loucto him," 

„ And fo once more returne and tell his grace: 

When holy and. deuout religiousmen. 

Arc at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence, 

So fweeteis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, and two Bi/heps aloft • 

Mai. See where he hands betweenc two Clergimen. 
Buc. Two propes of vertue for a ChriftianPrince : 
To flay him from the fall of vanity, „ - 



of Richard the Third. 

Famous BUntagenet, moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requeft : 

And pardon vs the interruption > 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

gio. My Lord, thereneeds no fuch Apology, 

I rather doe befeech you pardon me, 
Whoearneftintheferuice of my God, 

Negledl the vifitation of my friends-*. 

Buc leauing this, what is y our graces pleafure ? 

B kc Euen that I hope which pleafeth God abouei 
And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Glo. I doe fulpedt, 1 haue done, fome offence. 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance : 

Buc. You haue my Lord •* would itpleafe your grace 
At ourintreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

B«c. Then knpw it is your fault that you refigne 
TheSupreame Seate , the throane maiefticall. 

The Scepter office of your Anceftors. 

The lineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemifht ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildenefle of your fleepy thoughts. 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good : 

This noble He doth want hisproperlimbes, 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamy, 
Andalmoftftiouldred in this fwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfullnefle and darke obliuicn : . 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe to take on you thefoueraigrity thereof, 

Not as ProteQor, Steward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly factor for an others gaine ? 

But as fuccefliuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth your Empery, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

2n this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 

G/tf .1 know not whether to depart in filence. 

H Or 





The Tragedy ' 

Or bitterly to fpeake ia your reproofe, 

Belt fits my degree, or your condition : 

Your lone deferucs my thankes, but .05 y desert r .. 

Vnmeritable fhunes yeur high requeff; 

Firft,if all ob-ftseks were cue aw ay , 

And that my path were euen to the Crovvne ; 

As my right reueneW and dueby birth. 

Yet fo much is my pouerty.oif fpitit. 

So mighty and fo many my defected 

As T had rather hide.me -from my greatneffe. 

Being a barke to brookeno mighty Tea, 

Then in my greatndlc couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 

But Cod be thanked thers no need for me, 

And mu chi need to helpe you if need were, 

The royali tree hath left vs royall fruit, 

W hich mellowed- by the dealing houres of time. 

Will well become tlfe leate of Maiefty ; 

And make , no doubt,vs ha ppy by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would on me : 

The right and fortune of his happy ftarres. 

Which God defend that I fhould- wring from him* 

My Lord, this argues confcience in your Grace ; - 
But the refpeils thereof are nice and triuiall, 
Allcircumllances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne 9 
So fiy we. too but not by Edwards wife : 

For firft he was contracted to Lady Lucy a 
Your mother lines a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona filler to the King of TVvww, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diftreffed- widdowy 
Euen in the afternoone of her bed d ayes. 

Made price and purchace of his lullfull eye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all bis thoughts. 

To bafe declention loathed bigamy. 

By herin.this.vnlawfull bed hegot,) 

r ' This 



of Richard the Third. 

This Edward whom our manners terme the Prince ? 

More bitterly could 1 expofiulare, 

Saue that for reuerence to lbaac aliue 
1 giue a (paring limit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord, take to your royal! fe'lfe, 

This proffered benefit of dignity ? 

If not to bleffe vs and the Land withal!. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of a bufy time,'' ’ 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe* 

May . Doe good my Lord, your Citizens in treat yets • 
Cat.O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. 
G/fl.AIasjWhy fnould you heape thofe cares on me, 

I am vnfit for ftate and dignity: 

I doe befeech you take it not amiffe, 

I eannct norl will not yeild to you- • 

Bac. If yourefufe it as in louc and zeale. 

Loth to depofe che child your brothers fonne* 

As well we know your tenderneffe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remotfej 
Which we haue noted in you to your kin s 
And equally indeed to all efiates, 

Y et whether you except our fuit or no 
Y our brothers fon (hall neuerraigne our King , 

But vve will plant fome other in the Throne, 

1 o the difgrace and downefali of your houfe .• 

And in thisrefolutionherel leaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds,ile intreatno more* 

<]lo. O doe not fweare my Lord of ‘Backinghaw 
Gat. Call them agarne my Lord, and accept their fute<> 
-d’to. Do good my Lord, leaf! all the Land do rew it. 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 

W 7 ell call them againe,I am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kind intents, . 

Albeit againft my confidence ,and my foule ; 

Cou fin of Buckingham# nd you fage graue men. 

Since yo-u will buckje fortune on my backs, 

1 o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I muff haue patience to endtire the loade. 

H a ' But 







260 



270 280 




290 300 

iiiliiiiiiiiiLii 





The Tragedy 

"But if blacke fcanaall or fo foule fact reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition, 

Your raeere inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure plots and ftaines thereof, ' 

For God he knows and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereof- 
May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it,and will fay it. 
Glo . In fayingYo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

Sue. Then I lalute you with this kingly title: 
long line King Aif/w^Englands royall King. 

■May. Amen- 
de. To morrow will it pleafe you to be Crown’d ? 

Glo. Euen when you will, fince you will haue it fo* 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo, Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coufin/arewell gentle friends- Exeunt* 
Enter fftteenc mother , Dutches of Torke t Marcjueffe 

.Derfet,at one dore, Dutches of Glocefler , 

At another doore. _ 

Dat. Who meets vs here, my NeccePkntagenet ? 

£**,. Sifter well met, whether away fo faft ? 

' Dttt -Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as 1 guefle, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues. 

To gratulate the tender Princes there- 
J25* Kind fifter thankes, weele enterall together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, .pray you by your leaue, *r-" 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu.. WellMaddamandin health,but by your leaue, 

3 may not fufter you tovifit him,- 

The King hath ftraightly charged to the contrary* 

Sly. The King, why whois mat f 
Lieu. I cry you mercy,I meane the Lord Protettor. 
g#.The Lord protect himfrom that Kingly title : 

Hatn he let bonds betwixt there loue and me : 

3 am tlieir mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 

1 am their fat her, motherland will fee them- 
Dut. Glo. Their Auntl am in law, in loue their mother: 

Then 
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of Richard the Third . 

Then feare not thon. ile beare thy blame, 

^nd take thy Ofhce from thee on my pen'll- 
Lien. I doe bcfeech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

E Mter Lord Stanley* 

Stan.Ltt me but meet you Ladies atan houre hence. 
And ile falutc your Grace of Porks, as mother : 

And reuerend looker one, of two fairs Queenes- 
Come Maddam,you mull: goe with me to Weslminsier i 
There to be Crowned Richards royall Queene. 

Gu. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May~haue fome fcope to bcate, or elle I found 
With this deadliking news- 

Dor.Maddam haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
flu. o Por/^tjfpeake notto me,get thee hence. 

Death and deftruclion dogs thee at the heeles, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goe crofle the Seas, 

And liue with Richmond from the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee,hie thee,from this flaughter-houfe, 

Lcaft thou increafe the number of the dead, 

And make me dye the thrall of Margrets curfe , 

Not mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene.’ 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam.,' 
Take all thefwi-fc aduantageof the time, 

Yarn fhall haue' letters from me to- my fonne,' 

To meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay. 

Dut-Por, O ill difperling wind of mifery, 

O my accurfed wombe the bed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murderous* 

-W/.Come Maddam,T in all haft was fentfor* ‘ 

Dut. And I in all vnwillingneffe will goe, 

I 'would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of goulden mett all that muft round my brow. 

Were led hot lleele to feare me to the braine, 

.Artoynted let me be with deadly poyfon. 

And dieere man canfay God faue the Queene. 

H 3 • - ' 







The Tragedy 

J2«*Alas poore fbule, I enuy not thy glory. 

To feed my numour wifh thy felfe no harme. 

Dut.Glo. No,when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfe, ’ 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his hands 
Which ilfued from my other angell husband, ’ 

And that dead faint, which then I weening followed 
0,when I fay,I iookt on Richards face/ * 

This- was my wifli, be thou quoth I accurtt. 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedrt, let forrow haunt thy bed 
And be thy wife if anvbe fo bad 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death 
Lo cuen I can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infofhort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew capciue to his. honey words. 

And prou’d the fubied of mine owne fouIe 3 curfe, 
Which euer Qnce hath kept mine eyes from fleepe* 
For neuer yet one houre in his bed, 1 * 

Hauelinioyed the golden dew of fleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerousdreames- 
Bdides. he hates me for my father W.arwicke 
And will fhortly be rid of me* 
jQfu Alas poore foulc,I pity thy complaints, 
Tut.Glo.UomoKt then from myloule I mourneforyernte 
^«.Farewcll,thou woefull weicomerof glory. , r 

Dut.Glo. Adue.poorefouIe thoutakeft tliy /eaue ofif, 
D . Itr.Go thou to Richmond.?*, good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard find good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanftuary, good thoughts polfefle thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old yeares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene* 

‘The trumpets found. Enter Richard Crowned, Bucking' 
ham,Catesby , with ether Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckingham, 
■Giue me thy hand. Here he afcends'his Throne. 

Thus 
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Thus high by thy aduice 

I“d thy ^ffittanceisKing i-cWfaied 

(hall we wearethefe honours for a day ? 
fv frail they laft and we reioyce in them ? 
instill lute they,and forcuer ma^they laft. 
ICi»0 Buckin&fodM now 1 doe play the touch* 

Tn t! v if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Yon o Edward liues:chinke now what 1 would lay 
Buc Say on my gracious Soueraigne. 

Ki„jr , W hy Buckingham, I lay I would be King* 
Bac.'N by fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 

^ . _ n/. T Tfmrr f ti c fr* -hlTP -Edward lilies 



King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Princf a 
Coufm thou wert not wont to be fodull, 

Shall I be plaine I with the baftards dead j. 

And I would haue it fuddainly performd. 

What faieft thou > fpeake fuddenly , bebriefe, 

2?«oYour grace may doe your pleafure. 

King, Tut,tut,thon art all yce, thy kindneue freezetfo 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. . , , 

Cat . The King is angry fee he bites his lip. 

King . I will conuerfe with iron witty fooles. 

And vnrefpeftiue Bojes, none are for me 
That looke into me with conliderate eyes: 

"Boy. High reaching "Buckingham growes circumlpeft, 

Boy. Lord* 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting Gold 
W oula tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes matcht not his haughty mind* 
Gold were as good astwenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. Hi? name-my Lord ,• is Terrel* 

King 
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The Tragedy 

Ki$g. Goc call him hither prcfen tly* 

The deepe refoluing witty B uckingham-, 

No more fhall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he To long held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

"Enter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord Ihearethe Marque'fle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, inthofe parts, be yond thefeas 
Where he abides* 

King. Catesbj. Cat. My Lord* '* 

King. Rumor this abroad. 

That Anne my wife is fickeand like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole; 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter 
The boy is foolifh and 1 feare not him ; 

Lookehow thou dreameft ; 1 fay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To ftop.all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

Imuft be married to my brothers daughter, * 

Orelfe my Kingdomc flands on brittle glaffe. 

Murther her brother , and then marry her, 
Vncertaineway ofgaine, but 1 am in 
So farrein blood , that finne pluckes on finne, 

Tcares falling, pitty dwclsnot in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel- 

Is thy name Tirrel ? 

Tir James 7 iirel & your moft obedient fubie&* 

King. Art thouindeed ? 

Tir. Proue me ‘my gracious fbueraigne* 

King. Dar’ ft thou refolueto kill a friend ofmine? 

Tir- f my Lord but I had rather kill two deepe enemies 
King. Why there thou haft it , to deepe enemies* 
Foes to my reft that my fweet lieepe difturbs, • - 

Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon ; 

Tirrel , I meane thofebaflards in the Tower/ 

Tir. Let me haue oieanes to come to them, 
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And foone lie rid you from the feare of them* 

Aw.Thqu hngftfweet muficke, Come hither- ttre/ 

Go bv that token,rife and lend thineeare. He winders 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done ? . '» h>! «***' 

And I will loue thee, and prefer thee too, 

‘Tir. Tis done my good Lord* , 

Kin. Shall we heare from thee TirreU,txt we fleepe i 
T/r.Yea my good Lord* Enter Buckingham 

Buc, My Lord, 1'haue eonfidered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in* ' 
Xw.Well let that pafte,T>*r/ms fled to Richmond. 

Buc. I heare that news my t Lord* 

Kin. Stanley fa is yourwiues fonne : •Well.lookc toit, 
5«c*MyLord,I claime your gift, my due bywomife. 

For which your honour and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledeme of Herford,ynd the moueables. 

The which you promifed I fhould poflefle, 

Kin. Stanley, fooke to your wife, if they conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhaltanfwer it, 

Buc. What fayes your highrseffe to my iuft demand ? 

Kin. As 1 remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond fhould be King, 

■ When Richntondw&s a little peeuifh boy, 

AK^ig perhaps, perhaps* 

Buc - My Lord* 

Kin, How chance the Prophet could not at that time* 
Haue told me I being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Bttc. My Lord,your promife for the Earledome* 

Kin, Richmond , When la ft I was at Exeter, 

The Maiorin curtcfie fhewd me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugemount, at whichname 1 ftarted a 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

3 fhould not Hue long after I law Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord* 

Kin. I, Whats a clocke? 

B»c. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me* 

Kin. Well, but whats a clocke ? 

^c* Vpon the ftroke of io. 

I , Kin. 









*» 0 <» rt vV' (I 0 «' o <*> o oo 0 <» ft «> ft (V) rt a > n co <i co a o »x> - 




TTage&j ; 

#%.Well,letitftrike. 

■B«?.Why let it ftrike ? 

. Becau fe that Ji ke a Tacke thou keep ft the ftroke 1 
Betwixt thy begging, a nd my meditation : 

I am not in the giving vaine to day. 

^' { : • Why then refol oe me whether you will or no ? 

A»».Tut,tut,thou troubled me, 1 am notin the vaine. £ AU 
~ due. Is it euen Co, rewards he my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him King for this l 
O let methinke on Haft tugs and begone 
To BncksvckefN bile my fearefull head is on. 

Enter S ir Francis Terrell. 

Tir. Thetyranous and bloody deed is done. 

The mo ft arch a 5: of pitious, maifacrc, 

That eueryet this land was guilty of, 

D i gh ton and Forrefi whom I did i'ubborne, • 

"3 o doe this ruthfuil piece of butchery. 

Although they were flefht villains, bloody dogs. 

Melting with tendernefle and eompaffion, 
wept like twochildrcnin their deaths fad ftoriess 
lo thus quoth Dtghtoa lay theie tender babes, 
Thus,thus,quoth Forrefi girding one another 
W ithin theirinnocent alabaftcrarmes, 

Their lips like fourered Roles on a ftalke, , 

When in there fummer beauty kilt each other, 

Abooke of prayer on their pillow lay* 

Which once quoth Forrefi almoft changd my mind, 

But Othediucll J there tbevillaine ftopt, 

W hilft D.ghton thus told, one we fmothered. 

The moft rr p’.enifht fweet worke of na.ure 
That from the prime Creation euer he framd, 

They could not l'peakc, and lo 1 left them both, 

To bring thefe i dings to the bloody King, 

Enter King Richard. 

A nd here becomes. All haile my foueraigne Liege.’ 

K ttg. Kind Ttrrel, and 1 happy in thy news ( 

7 >r- If to haue dom the thing yon gaue in charge 
Beget your b - pn nolle, be happy then, 

Tor it k done my Lord. 

King< 



of Richard the Third . 

X/^.Butdidft thou feethemdead ? 

Tir. I did my Lord. 

Kmg* And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Tir. The Gbaplaine of the Tower hath buried the® .* 
gut how or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me 7 irrell foone a fter fu pper. 

And thou fhalt tell theproedfeof their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire, -Exit Tirrell . 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue Ipend vp clofe, x 

His daughter meanely haue I matchtin marriage. 

The Tons of Edward fieepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And ainnetxi y wife hath bid the world goodnight ; 

Nov/ for I know the Brittain c Richmond aimea 
At young Elizabeth , my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot Iookes pfoudly ore thetCrowne, . 

To her I goe A iolly thriuing wooer, Enter Catesbj < 
, Cat. My Lord. 

KingXood news,er bad, that thou commeftlo bluntly? 

Cat. Bad news my Lord ,£7/ is fled to Richmond 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and Hill his power increafeth. 

King. She with Richmond troubles me more 
.Then Buckingham and hisrafli Ieueldarmy: 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnale-pa£t beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my v ings, 
l »uc, Mercury * nd Herald for a King: 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my Afield, 

We muft bebriefe,when traytors braue the field , Exemu 
Enter Queene CWargret fela . 

MdfiMar. So now prolperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines flily haue 1 lurkr. 

To w atch the waining of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induction am I witnefletoo. 

And will.to France , hoping the confequence 
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The Tragedy 

Will proue as bitter ,blacke and tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margret^tht comes herfiV- 
Enter the Oueeue,aud the Dutches of 7'or^e. • 

gu. Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes, 

M y vnblow ne flower, new appearing fweet, 

If yet your gentle follies fiye in the ayre. 

And be not fixt in doorrie perpetuall, 

Houer aboue me with your aiery wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentations. 

Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night, 

£)u. Wilt thou O God flie from fuch gentle la mbes. 
And throw them in the int rales 'of the wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 
cy,Mar, When holy ^arydytd, and my fweet fonne. 
Dm- Blind fight, dead life, poore morta 11 lining GholV, 
Woes fceane,worlds (flame, gratae s due by life vfurpt, 
Kelt their vnreft on EngUnds lawfull earth, 

Vniawfully made drunke, with innocents blocd« 

J^«.0 that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones,not reft them here; 

0 who hath any caufe to rnourne but I ? 

Dut-So many miferies hath crazd my voyce 

That my woe-wearied tongue, is mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenet,w hy art thou dead ? 

6KMar.lt ancient forrow be molt reuercnt, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniory, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand. 

If forrow. can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer yoar woes againe by vewing mines 

1 had an Edward , till a Richard kild him* 

I had a Richard, till- a Richard VA& him. 

Thou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut- 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too.and thou holpft to kill him : ■ 

ty^Mar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him. 
From forth the kennel! of thy wombe hath crept , 



of Richard the Third. 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to deaths 
That Dog that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle bloody 
That foule defacer of Gods handy-Wotke* 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our grades? 

O vpright,iuft, and true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee, for this camali Cur 
Preyes on the ifl'ue of his Mothers body, 

And make her pewfellovvwith others moane. 

Eat. O Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnelfewith melhaue wept forthee* 

QMar&ezct with me,l am hungry for reuenge* 

And now I cloy me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward he is dead , that fta'bd my Edward , 

Thy other Edward dead , to quit my Edward, 

Young 2V£?,heis but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfe&ion of my Ioffe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward 3 
And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Mailings , Ritters , Vaughan, Graji 
Vntimelyfmothered in their dusky graues, 

Richard yet iiuc^hels blaOke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buy foules. 

And lend themthither,but at hand, 

Enfueshispitious, and vlipitied end. 

Earth gapes,heli burnes,fiends roare, Saints pray. 

To haue him fuddertly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of life deare God I pray. 

That 1 may liue to fay, the Dog is dead* 
gu. Othou didft prophefie the time would come V 
That s fhould wifla for thee to helpe mecurfe 
That botteld lpider,that foule huheh-baekt Toad. 

QJtiar. I cald thee then vaine flouiifh of my fortune? 

3 cald thee then poore fhadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant. 

One heau’d a high to be hurl’d do wnebelow a 
A mother onely mockt with two fweet babes, 

Adrcame of which thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

I 3 A figne. 
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A ligne of dignity , a gariflt flag. 

To be the aime of'e aery dangerous {hot, 

A Q.ueene inieft, onely tofiil thefeeane: 

Where is thy husband now,w here be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children,- cy herein doft thou ioy? 

Who fues to thee, and cries, Cod laue the Qucene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this.and fee- what. now thou art. 

For happy wife, a .tno (l diltrelfed widdow ; 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name ; 

For Qtieene,a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being lued too, one that humbly fues j 
For one commandingall, obeyed of none: 

For one that lcornd at jme,now-lcornd of me. 
Ihushaththecourfeof iuftice whel’d about. 

And left me But a very prey. to time, 

Hauing no mere but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more being what thou art, , 

Thou didft vfuepe my piace,an<l dolt thou not 
Vlurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beares halfe my burdened yoakes 
From which,euen here, I -flip my wearied .necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it- all. on thee: 

Farewell Torkes wife,and Queeneof fad mifchance, 
Thefe Engliflt woes will make me fmile in- France , 

Slii' Othouwe'i skild incudes, flay a while. 

And teach me how tacurfe mine enemies. 

SlJ^ar, Forbeare to fleepe the night,and faft the day, 
Compare deaths happinefie with liuing woe, . 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bearing thy Ioffe make the bad caufeworfec, 

Reuoluing this will teach thee hew tocurfe. 

words are-dull,© quiclcen them with thine. _ 
Thy wpes will make them fharp,& pierce like mine 
TDut. Why fliouldcalamity be full of words? Exit Ms, 
d2. Windy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fupceeders ofinteftatei-oyes, 

Poore 






■&f Richard the. 7 bird, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haue fcope,though what they do impart' 

Helpe not all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo then be not touhg-tide, goe with me* 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonnes fmothecd 
I hears his Drum , be : copious in cxclaimes. 

trKing Richard , marching with- Drums % 
and Trumpets: 

King, Who intercepts my expedition ? • 

Dut> A (he, that might haue intercepted thee,’ • « 

By flrangling thee in her accurfed wornbe, 

Fromallthe (laughters wretchythatthouhaft done, 

$u . Haft thou -chat forehead with a golden Crownc 3 - 
Where ihould be grauetii if that right were, rights 
The (laughter of thePiince that owde that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers ; 

Tell me thou villainc flaue , where are my children ? 
X>#/.Tho« tode.thou tode,where is thy brother Clarence^ 
And little Ned Plantagenet,his fonne ? 
flu. W here is kind Hastings yKsuersjT 'aughanfiraj ? 
Ring. A flourifh Trumpets, ftrikealarum Drums, 

Let not the hcauens hcare thele tel-tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, Strike I fay. The trumpets' 
Eyther be patient, and intreat me faire 3 ~ found* - 

Or with the clamorous reports of warre, ' : 

Thus will 1 drownd your exclamations. 

Dm- Art tiiou my tonne ?■ 

K*»Sk\, I thanke God ; my Father, and your felfe. 
!><<f.Then patiently hearemy impatience. 
^^.Maddaml haue a touch of your condition. 

Which cannot b ooke the accent ofreproofe. 

Dm. I wi lbe mild and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe- good mother for I am in hall* 

Dut. Ait thou fo haftte l haue llayd for tl.ee,-.- 
God knows in anguiih, paine, and agonie. 

Rmg. And ci me 1 not at !a;l to comfort you ?- 
£>ar.No by dieh ly rood thou knoiyfVi: well, 
Jhott.camfl on earthly make toe earth my \ • 
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The Tragedy 

A grieuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy. 

Thy fchoole-daies frightfull, defperate,wild and furious? 
Thy ageeonfirmd.prcvvde,fobti!e.bloody trecherous, 
Whatcomtortabfe hourccanft thou name, 

Timeuer graced me in thy. company ? . 

Kt». Faith none but thatcald your 

To breahefatt once Forth of my company ? (Grace 

If it be fo grieious in your, fight, 
let me march on, and not offend you grace. 

Dut-O heare me fpcake,for I flaall neuer fee thee more, 
Kin. Come, come,you are too bitter. 
r jy HU Eythcr thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 
Ere from this « arre thou tume a conquerour 
Or I with griefe and extreame age (hall perifh. 

And neuer lookevponthy face againe s 
Therefore take with thee my moft heauy curfe. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the cempleat armour that thou wearft 

My prayers on the ad uerfe party fight, 

And there the little loules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And proitufe them fucceffe in victory. 

Bloody thou art, dttd bloody will be thy end. 

Shame femes thy lifc,and dotlv-hy death attend. __ _ 
^..Though far more caufe, yet much leffe fpint to curie 
Abides in me, I fay amen to all* . 

Kin. Stay MaddamJ muft fpcalcea word with you. 
SIh.I haue no more fonnes/of the royall blood. 

For thee to murther,for my daughters, Rtchird 
They fhall be praying Nunnes , not weeping Quecnes? 
And therefore leuel loot to hit their liues, 

Kin. Youhauea daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire,royall and gratious* • 

6 }^. And muft fhe die for this ? O let her line. 

And ile corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, % 

Slander my felfe,as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, 

So fhe may liue vnlcard from bleeding daughter ^ 




Exit. 



■ qf Richard the Third. 

Ivvillconfefle fhe was not Edwards daughter. 

Tin. W rong not her birch, fhe is of royall blood. 

$ 3 ' To faue her life, ile fay fhe is not fo. 

Km. Her life is onely fafett in her birth. 

-£>* And only in thatfafety dyed herbrothers* 
/G».Loeat their births good ftarresare oppofic 
jSJ5.N0 to their liues bad friends were contrary. 

Km. All vnauoyded is thedoome of deftiny. 

Q».T r ue whenauoyded grace makes deftinv. 

My babes were deftind toa fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

/G».Maddam ,lo thriuc I in my dangerous attempt of ho- 
As I intend more good to you and yours, (ftile armes, 

ihen euer you and yours were by me wrong’d. 

Qu What good iscouered with the face of Heauen, 

To be dilcouered that can do me good- 
Kin. The aduancement of your children mighty lady. 

E to lbmefcaffold,therc to loofc their heads* 
Jo«.No,to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height impenall type of this earths glory, 

&h. Flatter my farrows with report of it, 

Tcil mewhat ftate, what dignity what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

„f5; Eue , n 1 baue, yea and my felfeand all, 

W ill I endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe cf thy angry feule, 

Thondrownd the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
\\ hie 1 thou luppofeft I haue dor e to thee. 

^.Bebricfe, leaftthattheprocefieof thy kindnefie 
f r ger , tcll,n g thy lundneflc doo. 

M tn ! inov y hatfrom m y Ibulellcuemy daughter, 
mi da j §hters mother thinks it with her foule. 

**• What do yon tbinke? 

That th°u dottioue my daughter from thy foule* 
^o frorcthyfon'e drdrtrhou loucher brothers, * 

ZT 1 ^ loue>I thanke theefbr “• 

1 meane t h? r ° l aii ^ i° conEounc l my meaning, 

AnH VV1 ^ m y ^ loue thy daughter 
Aml« a „, toniak< . ha auK „ c o / %; |“' r ‘ 

K 













The Tragedy 

'^^•Say then who deed thou meane fhall be her King ? 
X^.Euen he that makes her Qjueene, who fhouldelfc? 
.f?#. What thou ? 

Kir,g,\ , euen 1 , what think e yon of itM addaxn ? 

J2jf How cand thou woe her ? 

Kmg, That 1 would lcarne-of yon. 

As one that were belt aquainted with her humor, 
cgy. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

King. Maddam with all my heart- 
On . Send to her by tire-man that flew herbrothers 
A pane of bleeding hearts , thereon ingi aue, 

Edward and Torkc , then happily die will weepe, 

Therefore prefent to her , as fometimes Margret 
Did to my Father,a handkercheffe fteept in Kutlanas blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a dory of thy noble ads : 

Tell her thou mad’d away her vnckle Clarence, * 

Her Vncle R iuer s , yea and for her fake 

Madelf quickeconueyance with her good Aunt Anne. 

JC/^jComCjCome^ye rnockc iiK^this is not the, way 
Tc^winne your daughter. - 
Qu. There is no other way, 

Vnleffe thoucouldell put on fome other fhape>' 

And not be Richard , that hath done ail tms. 

King. Tnfcrre faire Englands peace bybis alliance* 

Oh, Which fhe fhallpurchace with ftill lading warre* 

• Say that'the King which may command,intreats.- 

Ou. That at her hands which the .Kings king forbid* 
Ting: Say die fhall be a high and mighty Queene* 
^/Towaile the title as her motherdoth. 

K i»g> Say I will loue hereuerladingly- 
Qu. But how long flrall that title euer lad ?- 
jtjn f.S weetly inforce vnto her faire hues end. 

Out But how long faiiely fhall that title lad . 

Kirnr. Solongas heauen and nature lengthens it- 
Qu. So long as hell and Richard likes of it . 

Ki»T- Sa v I her Soueraigne am her fubied ioue* 

Qf ! .gut fhe your fubiect loths fuch Soueraignty* Kirg. 



of Richard the Third. 

Kin. Beeloquent in my behalfe to her. % 

Qu. An honed tale fpeeds bed being plamely told. 

Kin. Then inplaine termes tell her my louingtale* 
<9#.Plaine, and not honed is to harfh a dile, 

KiZ. Maddam your reafons are too follow and too 
, Qu. O no,my reafons are to deepe and dead : (quicke, 
Too dec pe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpe on it dill fhall I, till heart-ftrings breake, 

Kin. Now by my George.my Garter,andmy Qownc 
g*. Prophan’d, difhonou d,and the third vfurped. 

Kin. I fweare by nothing. 

<?«.By nothing, for this is no oath, 

1 he George propban’djhathloft his holy henour : 

The Garter blemifht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt diigrac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fweare to be beheued , 

Stveare then by fomething that thou had not wrong’d, 
Kin. Now by the world. 

^«.Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Kin. My fathers death. 

Cgg.lhy felfe hath that difhonourd* 

Km. Then by my felfe. 

J)#.Thy felfe,thy felfe mifufed. 

Km. Why then by God- 
^g«.Gods wrong is mod of all ; 

If thou hadd fear'd, to breake an oath by him. 

The vtiity the King thy Mother made, 

Had not beene broken.nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadd fear’ d to breake an oath by him. 

The impel iall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my_child , 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 

Which now two tender playfellows for dud. 

Thy broken faith had made a prey fer wormes- 
Kin. By the time to come. 
f$u,. lhat thou had wrong’d, in time orepaft, 

For \ my felfe haue many tearesto wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by the pad wrong d. 

The children line, whole parents thou had flaughtered, 

V** 
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Vngouernd youth/to waile it with her age; 

The parents hue whofe children thou haft bufcherM ' 
Old witherd plants to waileit with their age • 1 

Svveare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
.Mini led, ere vied, by time mifufed orepaft. 

Xtrig. As I intend to prolper and repent, 

Sothriue I in my dangerous attempt V 

Of hoftile armes,my felfe, my iclfe confound. ’ 

Day yeild me not thy light,nornight thy reft, 
Beoppofite all planets of goodlucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immacuiated deuotion,holy thoughts, 

J tender not thy beautious Princely daughter t 
In her confifts my happinefle and thine. ° 

Without her follows to this land and me. 

To thee her felfe ^nd many a Chriftian foule, 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

3t cannot be auoy ded but by this s 
It will not be auoyded but by this : 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo ) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue : 

Vrge the necelfity and ftate of times, 

And be not peeuifla fond in deepc defignes. 

Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus ? 

King A ,if the diuell tempt theeto doe good* 

Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe ? 

Xing. your lelues remembrance wrong yourfelues* 
Q«- But thou didft kill my children, 

-KV#gvBut in your daughters wombe lie bury them 3 
Wherein that n eft of fpicery there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelaes to your recomfi cure. 

Qjt’ Shall I goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 

King* And be a happy mother in the deed. 

Qk. I goe, write to me very (Portly. 

King.Bcatc her my true loues kiflfe: farewell. Exit Q/t» 
Relenting foole,and (ha llow changing woman. Enter Hat. 
My gracious foueraigne on the Wefternecoaft, 

Rideth 
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of Riciiard the Third. 

Rideth a puiflant Nauy : To the fliore. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow hearted friends, 

Vnarmd and vnrefolu’d to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

And there they hull expecting but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them to fliore. 

King-Some Iight-footc friend poftto the D<of 'Norfolk* 
Rathjfe thy felfe, or C atesbj. where is he ? 

Cat- Here my Lord. 

King « Flye to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 

W hen thou commeft there, dull vnmind full villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftilband goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat . Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhall deliuerhim. 

Kin . O true, good Catesby, bid him leauie ftraight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
Andmeeteme prdently at Salisbury. (bury} 

Rat.W hat is yourhighneffe pleafure I fhall do at Salif- 
King. Why,what fhouldft thou doe there before I goe? 
Rat. Yourhighneffe told me I fhould poft before. 

King. My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d; 

How now, what news with you ? Enter Darby. 

Dar. None good my Lord to pleafe you with hearing. 
Nor nonefooad butitmay well be told* 

Hoyday a riddle neyther good nor bad s 
Why doft thou runnefo many miles about. 

When thou mayfttell thy tale a neerer way, 

Once more/what news ? 

*Dar. Richmond is cn the Teas* 

/G#g-.There let himfinke,and be thefeason him. 

White liuered runnagate , what doth he there ? 

IW.I know not mighty- foueraigne but by guefle j 
King. W ell fir, as you guefle. 

T><*r.Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Ely, 

He makes for England , there to clayme the Crowne, 

Ring Is the chaire empty ? Isthefword vnfwaid ? 

^7i e Kin S ^ ea d • t ^ ie Empire vnpofleft? 

What heire of forks is their aliue but we ? 

And who is England: King, but great T orks s heire ? 

K 3 Then 
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The Tragedy 

Then tell me, what doth he vpon the feas? 
i>4r. Vnleffe for thatmy Liege I cannot guefTe. 

Kin. Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchmen comes, 
Thou wilt reuolt and flye to him I fear£. 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore mi lit u ft me not. 

Kin. Where is thy power now to beat thembacke? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the weflerne fhore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhips. 
jD 4 r.N 0 my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
ICin. Cold frinds to R ichardvi hat do they in the North? 
W hen they fhould ferue .their foueraigne in the Weft. 
Dar. They haue nbt bin commanded mighty foueraigne, 
Pleafe it your Maiefty,to giue me leaue, 

.lie mufter vp‘ my friends, and meet your Grace, 

Where and whattimeyour Maiefty fhall pleafe 
Kin. 1,1, thou wouldftbegonto ioynewith Richmond, 

,1 will not truft you fir. 

Dar* Moft mighty foueraigne. 

You haue no caule to hold my friend fhip doubtful! 

I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe- (hind 

AY«.Well,goe mufter thy men ; but heare you, leaue be- 
Your fon George Stanley Jooke your fayth be firme: 

Or elfe his heads affurance is but fraile. 

Dar. So deale with him,as I proue true to you. Ewt, 

Enter a CMejfe ngev. 

MefMy gracious foueraigne now in Deuonfkire, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir WtUiam Courtney, and the haughty Prelate 
Bifhop of Exeter brother there, 

With many more confederates are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 
And euery houre,more competors 
: Flocke to their ayd,andftill their power encrcafeth, 
Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord the army of the Duke of 'Buckingham' 

He Jlrikes him . 

King* 



' roar Out on ye Owles , nothing but fongff of death,'*. 

A , . ..nrlll vou brhw mebetter newes. 
r % & r' Your "race miftakes, the newes I bring is good, 
M that by hidden flood and fall ofwalers, 

& S e of army is difperft and (battered : 
,5 hehimfelfe fled no mao knowes whither- 
Si cry you mercy T did miftake, 
jifchfe reward him for the blow I gne him*; 

H M h anv w ell aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rew ardl for him that brings in Buckingham ? ' 

' Mc r Suc h Proclamation hath beene made my Liege, 

■ J ’ Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. Sir Thomas Louell, and Lord Marques Dorfet, 
Tisfaid my Liege are vp in armes- t 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 

The BrittaineNauy is difperft , Richmond in Dorfetfhire, 

Sent out a boat.to aske them one the fhore. 

If they were his afliftants, yea , or no ; . 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his party : he miftrufting them, 

Hoift faile , and made away for Brittame. 

/Cm.March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, 

' if not to fight with forraine enemyes, 

Yetto bare downe thefe rebels hereat home; 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the beft newes , that the Earle of f*f mond 
•Is with a mighty power landed at Milford ,■ 

Is colder newes, yet they muft be told- 

Yang. Away towards Salisbury , while we reafonheu, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
So Salisbury , the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby , Sir Chnfl opher . 

Da-. Sir Chrifiopbnsrye^. Richmond this from me, 

That in the ftieof this moft bloody bore. 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt off goes yong Georges head , 

The feare ofthat, with-holds my prefent aide, .. 
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— r/*- • > ~ 

/ But tell noe, where is Princely Richmond now ? 

Jt rt ' ^■P^roke&T at Hertford , weft jn W*/? *, 

What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri. Sit filter Herbert, a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

O xford, redoubted Tembrool>f, fir L t ntes Blunt 
&tce ap T bomaSywith a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth 
And towards London they doe bend their courfe 
Itby the way they be not fought withall . ' 

P^.Returne vnto my Lord,commend me to him 
ell hmijthe Q.ueenehath heartily conlented 
He fliall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind. 

Farewell. - £„*». 

Enter Buckingham to execution* 

t > MC ‘ vr not let me (peaks with him ? 

Iw.No my Lord, therefore be patient, 
Buc.HaJHngsfihd Edwards chii dren, Ritters, Gray 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire tonne Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted foule iniuftice, 

If that your moody dilcontented foulcs, 

Do through the clouds behold this piefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge mocke my deftru&ion: 

This is All- foules day fellowes is it not ? 

IW.lt is my Lord. 

J? uc ‘ Why then All-fouJes day^s my bodice Doomefday. 
-f hisis thedaythatin King Edward* time 
I wifht might fall on me when 1 was found 
Falfe to his children, and his wiuesalhes: 

1 his'is the day wherein 1 wifht to fall. 

By the falfe faych of him l truftedmoft: 

This is All- foules day, to my fearefuli foule 
Is the determined, de/pite of my w rongs; * 

That high ah-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turn d my fained prayer on myhead. 

And giuen in earned what I begd in left. 

Thas doth he force the fword of wicked men 

To 
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c/ Richard the Third. 

To turns their points on their maifters bofome ; 

Now Margreu eurfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth £he, fihall fplft thy heart with lorrow 
Remember -Margret was a propheteffe. 

Come firs , conuey me to the blocke of fhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame, 
Enter Richmond with Dr times and Trumpets . 
RtcA-Feilowes in armes,and my moft louine friends, 
Btuifd vnderneath the yoake oftyranny, 

Thus farre into the bowels ofthe-land, 

Haue wemarclit on without impediment : 

And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragment, 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare. 

That (poll’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 
Swiisyour warme blood like Wafh,and makes his trough. 
In your imboweld bofome, this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in thecenter of this lie, 

Neereto the Towne of Leicester as wclearne ; 

From Tamworth th,ther,i<; but one dayes march; 

In Gods-namecheare on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

.By this onebioody iryallot fiiarpe warre. 
r or. Euery mans confcience is a thoufartd fwords 
iohghtagamft that bloody homicide. 
i Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flyeto vs; 

u;l T’- e L - t ^ no ^ ien ds butwhatare friends for feare 
Whmhimhjs great eft need will fhrinke from him. 

T /c l ‘°r our ad uanta ge, then in Gods name march, 

rue hope is fwift,and flies with fwallovves wings, 
mgs it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter EmgR^chard, Nor. Ratcl, ffe fUtesby, with others. 

ere f ltc ^ OUr tents > euen here in Bofworth field;, 
y how now Catesby, why lookeft thou fo fad A 

.vf' X ^ a j; f is ten times lighter then my lookes. - 
£>\Z' Horfolke come hither : 

Nor w7 e h ' ? Ue . kno<;keS ‘ ha we not ? 

Tina Vn , mU P k° th § iue an< d take my gracious Lord. 
mtb m Y here will I lye to night. 
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The Tragedy 

Eiitw here to morrow ? well all is one for that i 
\V hohath dcfcried the number of the foe ; 

Non Six or ieuenthowfandis theirgreateft number; 
King.W hy , our battalian trebles that account, 

Belides that & Kings name is a Tower of ilrengtb, - 
W bich they vpon the aduerfe party want : 

V p with, my 1 ent there valiant Gentlemen , 

Let vs furuey • the vantage or the field. 

Call for fome men- of found dire^ion/ 

Lets want no diicipline make no delay , 

Ter Lords to morrow is a bufie day, . Exeunt. 

Enter Richard with the Lords . 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat', ' 

And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Carre, 

Grues fignall of a goodly day to morrow. 

Where is Sir William Brandon ^ he {hall beare my ftanderd,; 
The Earle of Vembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him,' 1 - 
And by the fccond houre in the morning, ;• 

Defire the -Earle to fee me in my Tent- 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thoirgoelL 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt. Vnleffe 1 haue miftaine his colours much. 

Which well I amalTur’d 1 haue not done. 

His regiment liethhalfe a milcat lead, . 

South from the mighty power of the King. ui : 

R ich. If without nerrillit. be polfible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare- my good night to lufri. 

And giue him-from me this molt needfull lcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my- life my Lord , Tie vndertake it- 
"Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my Tent; 
lie. draw the forme and motile of our batte-li, 

' Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our frnali Erength : __ 

Come let vs conmlt vpon the morrowes bufinefie, « 

In Our Tent, ^e aire israw and cold. 

Enter King Richard, Npr. Ratcliff* £ Ateslry. 






King, JYhavis a clocked 



Cat 



of Richard the Third. 

Cat. Ids fixof theclocke, fullfupper^time. 

Kind will not fup to night, giue me fame Inke aftd PapCt- 
W hat is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat- Jt is my Liege, and all things are in readineffo. 

Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge , 

. Vjfe carefull watch, ehufe truftyCentinell. 

Nor. Igoemy Lord- 

Kin. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolke t 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin, Catesby * . 

IW.My Lord. 

•K/YSend oucaPurleuantat armes 
T oStanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing,Ieaft his fonne George fall 

Jmo the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 
looke that my Panes be found and not too heauy Katclffe 
Rat. My Lord. 

Km. Saweft thou the melancholly L * Northumberland ? 
Rat, Thomas the Earle Xsi Surrey, and himfelfe- 
Much like CocklEut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers* 
w».So I am fatisfied, giue me a boule of Wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe,is Inke and qja per ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

■jj Bi , d m y guard watch,leauc me, 

ofnightcometomy tent 

E.a nelpe to arme ,me,leape me I-fay . Exit R at< 

kterTDarby, to Richmond in his tent. 

R •* a an UnC and via ° j y ont -hy heime* 

Beto rV, the darke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, 

^ mc 7 V 0w tarcs °ur noble mother ? 

WhT’ j by atturne y blefle thee from thy mother, 
.-hoprayes conlimially for X, c lm.rJ g0 J ’ 
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The Tragedy 

So much for that: the.filent houres fteale on; 

A flakiedarknetfebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thy battell early irttbe morning. 

And nut thy fortune to the arbitermedt 
Of bloody ffrokes and mortal! Haring Warre, 

I as I may, that which I would ! cannot, - u 
With belt aduantagewill deceiue the time, 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull fhocke of artnes ' 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Xeaft being ieenethy tender brother George , 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifurc and the fearefull time: 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enterchange of fweet difcourfc, 

W hich fo long fundred friend s Ihould dw'dl vpon 

God giue leifureof theferights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and ipeedwcll. 

Rich, Good Lords condud: him to his regiment; 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap. 

Leaft leaden Humber peife me dovvne to morrow : 

When 1 fnould mount with wingfof viftory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords, and Gentlemen* E xcuh^ 
O thou whofecaptaine I account my felfe, 
looke on my force with thy gracious eyes : 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of Wrath, 

That they may crulh downe withheauy fall. 

The vfurping helmet of cur aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy minifters of chaflicement s 
That we may praife thee in the victory, 

To thee I doe commend my watchfull foule, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and \vaking,oh defend me ttill. 

Enter the ghofi of Prince Edward fionne to Henry the 
Ghofi toUL-Ric. Letme fitheauyontby foule tomorrov/j 
Thinke how thou ttabft me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkesbury : difpafre and dye. 

' To Rich. Be chearefull Richmond fot the wronged lou|s 






of Richard the Thirds 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy bchalfe, 
vL* Henries ilfue Richmond comforts thee. 

X “g Enter the Ghofi of Henry the 6. (body, 

Ghofi to K. Richard* When I was.mortall my anoynted 
By thee was punched full cf hole?, _ 

Thinke onthe Tower, and me; delp'aire and die, 

jy A rry the fixt bids thee defpaire and die. 

To Rich .V aiaons and ho!y,be thou conquefop 
Harry that Prophefied thou fhouldft be King, 
Uothcomfort thee in thy flcepe,liue and flourifh* 
y °v Enter the Ghofi of Clarence. 

Ghofi. La me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, ■ 

I that waswafiitto death with fulfome Wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraydto death : 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleffe fword, defpaire and die* 

To RichXbcn off-fpring of thehoufe of Lancafiev 
The wronged heires of Porks do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liueand flourifii* 

Enter the Ghojl of Ktuers^Graj, V atfghan • 

R iu. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 
iWr,that died at Pomfret, defpaire and dye. # 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon Haughan, and with guilty fearfl 
Letfall thy launce,defpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Richards bo» 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day* (fome 3 

Enter the Gho(l of L ,H a flings . 
ghofi' Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake. 

And iti a bloody battell end thy aayes* . • '* 

Thinke on Lord Hastings difpaire and ,dis» 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foulc,awake,awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for faire Englands fake, 

Enter the ghofi of two young Princes, 
ghofi . T)reame on,thy coufins {mothered in theTowsi 
Let vs be layd within thy bosoms Richard, 

And W eigh thee downe to mine fhame and death. 

Thy Nephews foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Ri- Sleep q R ichmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy. 

L 3 Good 
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^■Tht Tragedy 

Good Angels guard thee from the Botres. annov 
Ltue and beget a. happy race of Kings: ' " U 

TdwArdf-vnhzppy fonnej dojddphee flouri(]> 

E Httr the Gh*nif 6heeene Atme^is 

RichardjThy wife,that wretched Anne thy 'wife. 
That neuer fleptaquiethoure with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe wjjh nemirbations. 

To morrow m the Satt'ell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelefle fword,difpaire and die.' 

To R/c^.Thou quiet fouIe,fleepe thou a quiet fleept 
Drcame of tucceflc.and happy viilory, 

,1 hy aduerfarjes wife doth pray for thee. 

Tnter the pho/lof Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

1 he laft was I 'that felt thy tyranny, 

Q in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiitineffe: 

Dreame on,dreame on, of bloody deeds and death,’ 
Fainting dilpaire, difpairingyeild thy breath* 

To Rich. 1 dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Lut chearcthy heartland be not thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard faisin height of all his pride . 

K* Richard Jiartedout of his. dreame. 

K.R tch. Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercy Iefu : ioftl did but dreame. 

. O coward conference, how do ft thon afflict me ? 

The lights burneblcw,it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling fiefh. 
What do I feare my felfe? tberes none elle by, ’ 
Richard l&uez 'Richard, that is Jam I, 

Is there* murtherer here, No. yes,Iam, 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great reafon why, 

Leaft [ reuenge, What ? my felfe vpon my felfe: 

Macke I lone my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
1 hat my felfe hath done vnto my felfe ; 



gf Richard the 7 bird* 

~ ■' . *»tas I rather hate my felfe, 

? 11 h atefnll deeds committed by my felfe : 

Forhate mi x . 1 amnou 

l Vvfthv felfe fp cate weii foole doe not flatter, 

?r e nnfcicnce hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, . 

4 ^ euerv tongiie brings in a feuerall tale* 

^f eU cry tale condemnes me for a vfllaine : 

Penury , in the higheft degree, . ....... 

Murder fterne murder , in the dyreft degrfee, 

MTeuerall flnnes , allyfdein each degree, . 

Thron- all to the Boare, crying al.bgmlty^Ul 
I (halfdifpaire there is no creature loues me. 

And if l die , no foule fhall ptttie me • r . 

And wherefore flaould'they ? hnce that I my felfe, 

£„j ; n mv felfe, nopitty to my felfe* 

Methought thefoules of all tliat 1 haue murdred 
n mv Tent, arid euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Rlcha rdf. 

1 Enter Ratcliffe*-. . ~ : 

R at. My Lord* 

Abounds, who is there ? ^ 

Rat. My Lord tis I : the early village ^ocks, 

Haue thrice done falutadort to the morne. 

Ynnr friends are vp , and buckle on their armour, ^ 

' Kim. .0 R.??b hfe , .1 haue dream’ d a fe arefufl dreame. 
What chink’d: thou, will our triends proue all true s 
Rat. No doubt my Lord* ■ . - • 

Kin g. O Rdftltfc lTeaiie J , ! Tfeare^ .'■■■ ■ f 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not aftraid ot fliadowas. 
King. By the Apofti'e -P**l , {hadowes to.niglw , 
Haue 'ftreoke more terrour to Ae ioule 6f Rxo.wi, 

Then can the fubflance often thbufand Soulaiers , 

Armed in proof* , and led by CnoMow Ricimond^ 

Tis not yet neere day come goe with me, 

Vnder oar Tents, lie play the ewe'e-dropper, 

' IV heare if any mcftfte to fiirittke from me, Lxonnu 



Enter the Lords tol&ichMOxd* 
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The Tragedy 

Rich. Cry mercy lords, and watchfuJI gentle . 
That you haue tane a tardy fluggard heere. Cn * , 

Tor. How haue you fieptmy Lord ? 

Rich, The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft bodin* dream. 
i hat euer entred in a drowiie head , ° a e<me: i 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : 

Me thought their foules whole body IWWmurth<W 
Cameto my Tentand cried on victory • Chfirc ^ 

i promife you my louleis very iocund,- 
In the remembrance of ;o fairea dreame. 

How farce into the mourning u it Lords ? 

Tor. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme , and eiue 
More then I haueiaid,Iouing countrymen, (fits 
The leifure and inforccment of the time (his c n Ju 

Forbids to- dwell vpon , yerrc^beriis ^ 
God , and our good caufe , fight vpo n our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules 
Like high reardbulworkes /land before our faces 
Richard except , thofe . whom we fight againft * 

Had rather haue vs winne , tnen him they follow : 
r or what is hethey follow ? truely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide. . 

On railed in bfoud.and on in bloud eftablifted • 
ne that made meanes to com; by thathehath/. A 
And fiaughteredthofethat were the meanes tohelpehiW; 
A bace fou.e ftone , made precious by the foyle 1 
Ot chaire , where he is fa Ifly fee. 

On that hath euer beene Gods enemy : 

Jhen ifyou fight againft Gods enemy. 

God will in iuftice reward yon as his Shuldiers 
If you fweare to put a tyrantdowne, 

Tou fleepe in peace the tyrant being flaine. 

If you doe fight againft your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat /hall pay your paines the hire* 

Ir you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues. 

Your wiues Ihajl welcome home theconquerours : 

Iryou doe free your children from-the Sword. 

/our childrens children quits it in your age $ 

. v Then 



o/Richard the Third. 

Then in the name of God and all thele rights, 

Aduance your ftandards,dravv your willing Swords 
For me , the ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if 1 1 hriue , the gaine of my attempt, 

The lea ft of you /hall fhare his part thereof, r 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 

God, and Saint George , Richmond, and viftory. 

Enter King Richard, IW. &c. 

King - What fayd Northumberland a s touching Richmond? 
Rat' That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 
JG«£.Hefayd the truth .and what laid Surrey then. 

Rat- He fmiled and fayd , the better for our purpete. 
King He w as in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the Clocke there- The Cloche Jlriketh . 

Giueme a Kalender , who faw the Sunne to day ? 

Rat- Not 1 my Lord. 

King. Then hedifdaines to fhine , for by the Books, 

He fliotild haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe., 

A blacke day will it betofome body. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not be feeneto day. 

The skie doth frowne and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefc dewy teares were from the ground, 
Notfhinetoday , why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond: for: the lelfe-fame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes fiidly vpon him* 

Enter Norfelke. 

Nort Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. ' 
£V*£.Comebuftle,buftle,caparifcn my Horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth mySouldiers totbeplaine. 

And thus my battell /hall be ordered. 

My fore-ward /hall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

Our Archers fliall be placed in the midft, 
lohn Duke of Norfolk. ? , Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

■i hey thus (directed , we will follow 
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In themaine battell,whofe puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft Horle ? 

This and Saint Cjeorge to boote, what thinkeft thou not. 

Nor- A good direil ion warlike Soneraignc, He (heweth 
This found I one myTent this morning. him apaper. 

Jockey of Norfolke, be not to bold 

i'or Dickj> n thy jpafier ts bought and \o:i% 
King. .A thing deuifcd by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen eitery man trnto his charge. 

Let net our tabling dreames affright our fouieSj 
Confcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrono armes be our confcience, our fwords our law. 
March on” ioyne brauely , let v s to it pell mell. 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to hell, H,s Omm 
Whatfhall I fay more then I haue mferd, tohis Amy. 

Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcols,and run-awayes, 

A feum of Brittairtes , and bafe lackey Pelants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits fo«h 
To defperate aduenturesand afl'ur’d deftruction. 

You deeping fafe they bring you to vnreft : 

You hauing lands,and bled with beauuous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,dtftame the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow • 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers colt, 

A mitke-fop one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snow • 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the Seas againe, 

Lafli hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers wear/tf their hues. 

V Vho but for dreaming on this fond explo'h 
For want ofmeanes poore rats had hang d themfelu^s 
If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Britt aines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beaten, bob'd and thumpt, 

And on record left them theheires of ibame. 

Shall thefeenioy our land , lie with our wiuos . 

Rauilh our daughters, harke 1 heare there Drum, 
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Fight 



of Richard the Third. 

Fiirht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to tne head. 

Sour your proud horles hard, and nde in blood. 

Amaze the welking with your broken fiaues, 

Whatfayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mcf My lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin.' Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marfii. 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thotifand hearts are great within, my bofome, 
Aduance our ftandards, fet vpon our fees. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, victory fits on our heltnes. 

1 Alarum excurftons. Enter Cates by. 

CW.Refcew my Lord of A^rfo%,refcew,refcew 
The King emits more wonders then a man, * 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger, 

.His horfe is flaine,and all onfoote he fights. 

Seeking for TGchmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord, or elfe the day is loll. Enter Richard* 
Kin. A horfe,ahorfe,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. W ithekaw my Lord , ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazzard of tfie die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Fine haue l flaine to day inftead of him. 

Ahorie,a horfe, my Kingdome fora horfe. 

Alarum. Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight , Richard is 
Jlaine^then re trait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Grownegwitb other Lords. 

Rich. God and your armes be prayfed victorious friends. 
The day is oursjthe bloody dog is aead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples ofthis bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Wearcit,and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 
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The Tragedy 

But tell me,, is young George Stanley lining ? 

Bar. He is my Lord.and fafe in Letter towne. 
Whether ife pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 
RichWV hat men of name are flaine on eyther fide ? 
John Duke of Norfol^e, Walter Lord Ferris (i r 
K obert Brykenbury., .fir William Brandm. 

Rich. Inter their bodies a> become their births, . 
Proclaimea pardon to -the loflldicrs fled. 

That in fubmiffion will returtie to vs, . 

And. then as w.e haue tane the Sacrament, • 

VVe will vhite the white rofe and themed. . . 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniun&fen. 

That iOng hath frown-’ d vpon their emnity . 

W hat tray tor hearcs me,and fayes not Amen? 

England hath long bin mad,- andfcai dher felfe. 

The brother blindly fhed the brothers blood. 

The father.rafhly flaughtcred his owne fonne. 

The lonne compeldjbeing butcher to the lather, 

AH this dmided To'rke and Lancaster , 

Diuided in their dire.diuifion. 

O now let 'Richmond .^ d Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, > 

And let their heires (God if they will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmdoth-fac t peace 
With fmiling'plenty and faire profperous aaies, 
Abatethe ed|e oftraytors gracious Lord 
That would rod ucethefe bloody dayes againe. 

And make poore Sngland weepe in ftreames of blood, . 
Let them not liue to tafte this lands increafe. 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace* 
How eiuill wounds are ftopt, peace liues againe. 

That fhe may long liue here, God lay Amen. 

FfWfS.- 
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